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The Poetry of Burns has had such an extensive 
circulation as to occasion no little surprise that the 
Letters of the Bard could not hitherto he pro- 
cared without the re-purchase of the poetical 
Tolumes, already in the hands of the greater part 
of his readers ; some accommodation, it is pre- 
sumed, that part of his readers will acknowledge, 
from the puhlication of the present volumes. It 
is not necessary to repeat the hiography of the 
Poet in this place : it has not only heen condensed 
from Dr. Cnrrie's Memoirs, and prefixed to all the 
later editions of his Poems, hut is told hy Bbms 
himself in the twenty-sixth Numher of this edition, 
so as to leave nothing to he wished for in a clas- 
sical edition of his << Letters.*' 



LETTERS 



OF 



ROBERT BURNS. 



I. 

TO HIS FATHER. 

Irvine, Dec. S7, 1761. 
Honoured Sir, 
I HAVE purposely delayed writing, in the hope that 
I should have the pleasui-e of seeing, you on New- 
year's day : but work comes so hard upon us, that 
I do not choose to be absent on that account, as 
well as for some other little reasons, which I shall 
tell you at meeting. My health is nearly the same 
as when you were here, only my sleep is a little 
sounder ; and, on the whole, I am rather better 
than otherwise, though I mend by very slow de- 
grees* The weakness of my nerves has so d^biii* 
tated my mind, that I dare neither review past 
wants, nor 'look forward into ftiturity ; for the 
least anxiety or perturbation in my breast^ produces 
most unhappy effects on my whole frame. Some- 
times, indeed, when for an hour or two my spirits 
are a little lightened, I glimmer aU\X\fcVciX.^^^i^»=^%N 
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bat my principal, and indeed my only pleasurable 
employment, is looking backwards and forwards in 
a moral and religious way. 1 am quite transported 
at the thought, that ere long, very soon, I shall bid 
an eternal adieu to all the pains, and uneasinesnes, 
and disquietudes of this weary life ; for I assure you 
I am heartily tired of it ; and, if I do not very 
much djBceive myself, I could contentedly and gladly 
resign it. 

" The Mul, uiiMt7» and confined at home. 
Rests and expatiates in a life to come.** 

It is for this reason I am more pleased with the 
15th, 16th, and 17th verses of the 7th chapter of 
Revelations,* than with any ten times as many verses 
in the whole Bible, and would not exchange the 
noble enthusiasm with which they inspire me, for 
all that this world has to offer. As for this world, 
I despair of ever making a figure in it. I am not 
formed for the bustle of the busy, nor the flutter of 
the gay. I shall never again be capable of entering 
into such scenes. Indeed I am altogether uncon- 
cerned at the thoughts of this Ufe. I foresee that 
poverty and obscurity probably awiut me : I am in 
some measure prepared, and daily preparing to 
meet them. I have but just time and paper to 



* « 15. Therelbn are they tefixretiie throne of God, and 
serve him day and night in his temple; and he that sitteth 
on the throne shall dwdl among them. 

*' 16. They shall hunger no more, neither thirst any 
more ; neither shall the sun light on them, nor any heat. 

** 17. For the Lamb that is in the midst of the throne 
shall feed them, and shall lead them unto living fountains 
of waters ; and God shall wipe away all tears flrom their 
'eyes." 
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retuni.yoa my grateful thanks for the lessons of 
virtae and piety you have given me, which were 
too much neglected at the time of giving^ them, but 
: which, I hope, have been remembered ere it is yet 
too late. Present my. dutiful respects to my mo- 
ther, and my compliments to Mr. and Mrs.Muir ; 
and with wishing you a merry New-year*s-day, I 
shall conclude. 

I am, honoured sir. 

Your dutifol son, 

Robert Burns. . 

P. S. My meal is nearly out ; but I am going to 
Twrrow, till I get more. 



II. 



TO MR. JOHN MURDOCH, SCHOOLMASTER, 
Staplei Inn BuUdingSt London, 

Lochlee, 15th January, 1783. 

Dear Sir, 
As I have an opportunity of sending, you a letter, 
without putting you to that expense which any 
.production of mine would but ill repays lembraoe 
it with pleasure, to tell you that I have not forgot- 
ten, nor ever will forget, the many obligations I lie 
under to your kindness and friendship. 

I do not doubt, sir, but you will wish to know 
.what has been the result of all the pains of an in- 
dulgent father, and a masterly teacher; and! wish 
I could gratify your curiosity with such a recital as 
you would be pleased with ; but that is what I am 
afrfud will not be the case; I have^ iiidftfe^, Vns^\1 
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III. 

[The following U takm/hm the MS, h-atep 
bp our Bard to Mr, BUUfl.] 

On rammaging over some old pafiere, I figh 
MS. of my early years, in which I had det 
to' i¥rite myself out, as I was placed by 
among a class of men to whom my ideai 
have been nonsense. I had meant that tl 
should have Iain by me, in the fbnd bo| 
tome time or other, even after I was n< 
my thoughts would fall into the hands o 
ho^ capable of appreciating theif value, 
i^^us: 

' Observathn», Hints, Songs, Scraps ofPoi 
bp R.B, — a man who had little art in 
money, and still less in Iceeping it ; but wa 
ever, a man of some sense, a great deal of 1 
and unbounded good will to every creature, 
and irrational. As he was but little indt 
scholastic education, and bred at a plough- 
performances must he strongly tinctured \ 
unpoiished rustic way of life ; but as I beli< 
are really his oum, it may be some entert] 
to a curious observer of human nature, to i 
a' ploughman thinks and feels, under the { 
of love, ambition, ani^ety, grief, with the ill 
and passions, which, however diversified 
modes 2jA manners of life, operate prett 
itfihe, I beUeve^ on all the speciea. - ' 

f* There are numbers in the world who 
If an€ senic to make a figure, so much as an 
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of ttelr own abilities, to put them upon recordinl^ 
their obaenrations, and allowing them the samfr 
importance which they do to those which appear itt 
printr'* ShmMtone* 

i* Pleasiiig, when youth has long expired, to tne# 
The fomoM our pencil, or our pen doign'dj 
Sudi was our fouthfUl air, and slmw, and liMe» 
Such the soft image of eur youthful mind," fffi4% 

April, I7?a. 

Notwithstanding all that has been said against 
^loTe> respecting the folly and wealcness it leads a\ 
yonng inexperienced mind into, still I think it in a 
great measure deserves the highest encomiums that 
have been passed on it. If imy thing off earth de- 
serves the- name of raptui-e or transport, it is the 
feelings of green eighteen, in the company of the 
mistress of his heart, when die repays him with an 
equal return of affection, 

August. 

There is certainly some connexion between love, 
and music, and poetry ; and therefore, I have al- 
ways thought a fine touch of nature, that passage 
in a modem love-composition : 

«' As toward h€ar cot he Jog^d along. 
Her nmne was firequent in his song.* 

For my own part, I never had the least tbought 
^ inclination of turning poet, till I got once heartily 
ki love ; and then rhyme and song were, in a man- 
lier, the spontaneous language of my heart, 

1^ Septenbfih 

«l entirely agree with that }xL&6a^<i^ ^^JtJkoiss^^x ^ 

F 
i. 
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Mr. Smith, In his exceUent Theory of Moral Smii-i 
fneniSf that remorse is the most paiBfiil sentiment 
that can embitter the human bosom. Any ordinary 
pitch of fortitude may bear up tolerably well under 
those calamitjieSy in the procurement of which we 
ourselves have had no hand ; but when our own 
follies or crimes have made us miserable and 
Wretched, to bear up with manly firmness, and at 
the same time have a proper penitential sense 
of our misconduct, is a glorious effort of sejf- 
command. 

Of aU the iranmrouA Ula that hurt our peace. 

That press the soul, or wring the mind with anguish. 

Beyond comparison the worst are those 

That to our folly or oiir guilt we owe. 

in every other drctimstance, the mind 

Has thift to say-^*' It was no deed (rf mine) * 

But when to aU the evil of misfortune 

This sting is added—" Blame thy foolish self T' 

Or worser far, the pangs of keen remorse ; 

The torturing, gnawing consciousness of guilt—* 

Of guilt, perhaps, where we've involved others ; 

The young, thi innoeent, who fondly loved ut •>»- 

Nay, more, that very love their cause of ruin I < 

O burning hell ! in all thy store of torments. 

There's not a keener lash ! 

Lives there a man so firm, who, while hia heart 

Feels all the Utter horrors of hia crime^ 

Can reason down its agonising throbs } 

And, after proper purpose of amendmoit. 

Can firmly force his jarring thoughts to jieace i 

O, happy 1 happy ! enviable man t 

O glorious magniwimity of soul i 

March, 1784. 

I have often observed, in the course of my expe- 
rience of human life, that every man, even the 
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ikeht, li^ Mmething good about hfm ; thou 
dften BOthiBg else than a happy temperat 
eottstittttiOB indining him to this or that 
For this reason, no man can say in what 
iny other person^ besides himself, can b< 
strict jusdce, called uficked. Let any of the s 
ebib^ter for regularity of conduct among u 
mine impartially how many vices he hai 
been guilty of, not from any care or vigilai 
for want ckT opportunity, or some accidental < 
stance intervening; how many of thewea 
of mankind he has escaped, because he wai 
the line of such temptation; and^ what o 
not always, weighs more than all the res 
much he is indebted to the world's good o 
because^ the world does not know all-— I & 
man who can thus think, mil scan the f 
nay* the faults and crimes^ of mankind aroui 
with a brother's eye. 

I . have often courted the aequsuntance 
j^flrt of mankind commonly known by the o 
phrase of blaekguarday sometimes farther tli 
consistent with the safety of my character 
who, by thoughtless prodigality or headstro 
sions have been driven to ruin. Though dl 
by foUies, nay sometimes '' stained wit! 
• • « « « ••*,»' I. have yet found 
them, in not a few instances, s6me of the 
virtues, magnanimity, generosity, disini 
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various sourcea of pleasure and ei^oynent) wUdi 

)are, in a manner, piculittr to myaeli^ or some b^n 

and there such other out-of-the-way person. Sncli 

is the peculiar pleasure I take in the season. oC 

winter, more than the rest of the ye^r. This I 

believe may. be partly owing to my misfortunes 

giving my mind a melancholy cast | but there U 

something even in the 

** Mighty tonpwt, and the hoary watta 

Abrupt and daqp. ttrctoh'd o'er the bulad aarth,"-^ , 

which raises the ndnd to a serkms sublimitft fsi^ 
yourable to every thing great and noble. Tliere is 
scarcely any earthly ol^ect gives me more— -I do noi 
know if I should call it pleasure—but something 
which exalts me, something which enraptures me«» 
Ihan to walk in the sheltered side of a wood, of 
high plantation, in a cloudy winter-day, and hear 
the stormy wind howling among the trees, and 
raying over the plain. It is my best season for 
devotion: my mind is rapt up In a kind of enthu- 
siasm to ^ftm, ^who, in the pompous language of the 
Hebrew bard, ** walks on the wings of the whut'! 
In one of these seasons, just alter a train of mls^ 
fortunes, I composed the following : 

The vintxy west extaDda Us bbw^ he* 

Set AwHit* ' 

Shenstone finely observes, that love-verses, writ 
without any real passion, are the most nauseous of 
all conceits \ and I have often thought that no mai^ 
can be a proper critic of love-composition, except 
he' himself, in one or more instances, have been a 
frarm votary of this passion. As I have been all 
^pg a Q^s^rable dupe to love, and have been led 



ttitd '& ttidifsaiid wetftliesses and follies by It, for 
that reason I pnt the More cocifideBce in my cri* 
ticai skill, in distingitishing foppery and coscelt 
from rieal passidn and nature. Whether the fol^ 
lowing song will stand the test, I will not pretend 
' to say, because it is my own ; only I can say it wa9, 
&t the time^ genuine from the heart. 

Behind yon hiUs, &c. 

See Songs, 

t think the whole species of young m^n may be 
iiatunOly enough divided into two grand classesi 
-which I shall call the grave and the merry; though, 
l>y the bye, these terms do "not with propriety 
enough escpress my ideas. ^Tlie gravfe I shall cast 
'into the usual division of those Who are goaded ofk 
by the love of money, and those whose dailingwish 
It to make a figure in the world. The merry are 
the iiieii of pleasure of all denominiations ; the jovial 
lads, wh6 hatvtoo much fire tmd spirit to have any 
settfedtule of action; but, without much delibe^ 
ration j follow the strong impulses of nature: the 
thoughtless, the careless, the indolent — in parti- 
cular he^ who, with a happy sweetness of natural 
temper, and ^ cheerful vacancy of thought, steals 
thi*0itgh life — generally, indeed, in poverty and 
obscuHt^r; but poverty and obscurity are only evils 
to him Wh<^ cui sit gravely down and make a r&* 
pining comparison between his own situation and 
that Of others: and lastly, to grace the qnorum^ 
iBuch^ iire, generally, those whose heads are capa- 
ble of iill the towerings of genius, and whose hearts 
^«i warmed with all the delicacy of feeling. 
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As the grand end of human Ufelfl to ciddwi 
iuterconrse with that Being to whom we owe 
with every eDJoynient that can render life del 
fill ) and to midntain an iiitegriti?e conduct toi 
onr feUow-creatnres ; that so, by forming piet] 
,virtne mto habit, we may be fit members for 
society of the pious and Uie good, which reasoi 
revelation teach us to expect beyond the grai 
do not see that the turn of mind and pursuits c 
son of poverty and obscurity, are in the least 
inimical to the sacred interests of piety andvi 
.than the, even lawftd, bustfing and stndning 
the world's riches and honours ; and I do n< 
but that he may gun Heaven as well (whid 
the bye, is no mean consideration), who i 
through the vale of life, amusing himself with 
little flower that fortune throws in his ^vay ; 
who, straining straight forward, and perhap 
.spattering all about him, g^ns some of life's 
eminences; where, after all, he can onlyse< 
.be seen a little more conspicuously, than wht 
the pride of his heart, he is apt to term the 
indolent devil he has left behind him. 

There is a noble sublimity, a heart-melting 
demess, in some of our ancient ballads, which ; 
.them to be the work of a masterly hand ; and i 
often given me many a heart-ache to reflect, 
such glorious old bards— bards who very prol 
,owed all their taints to native genius, yet hav 
scribed the exploits of heroes, the pangs-of d 
4K>intment, and the meltings of4ove, with sucl 
strokes of natureT— that their very names (0 



mortif^bg to a hud's vamty!) are now^' burled 
among the wrecl^ of things which were." . ^ . > 
. O ye illustrioas names unknown ! who could lieel 
so strongly and describe so well; the last, the 
meanest of the muses* tnun— one who, though fax 
inferior to your flights^ yet eyes your path, and 
with tresubUng wing would sometimes soar after 
you— a poor rustic bard unknown, pays this symr 
pathetic paug to your memory 1 Some of you teU 
us, with all the charms of verse, that you have 
been unfortunate in the world — unfortunate iu 
love : he too has felt the loss of his little fortune, 
the loss of Mends, and, worse than all, the loss (k 
the woman he adored. Like you, all his conso- 
lation was his muse: she taught him in rustic 
measures to complain. Happy could he have done 
it with your strength of imagination and flow of 
verse ! May the turf lie lightly on your bones ! and 
may you now ei^oy that solace and rest which this 
world rarely gives to the heart tuned to all the feelr 
ings of poesy and love ! 

This is ali worth quoting in my MSS. and more 
than ail. 

R. 3. 

iv. 

TO MR. AIKEN. ^ 

Ayrshire, IT86* 
Sir, 
i WAS with Wilson, my printer, t'other day, and 
settled all our by-gone matters betweeo us. Aft^t 



>r the printing, if I will advance for the pa| 
his you know is out of my power, so forewe 
f a second edition till I grow richer ! an 
rhich, I thinic, will arrive at the payment 
iritish national debt. • 
There is^ scarcely any thing hurts me so n 
eing disappointed of my second edition, 
Aving it in my power to show my gratii 
Ir. Ballantyne, by publishing my poem 
Uigs of Ayr • I would detest myself as a ^ 
- I thought I were capable, in a very long 
>rgetting the honest, warm, and tender d 
ith which he enters into my interests. 
Nnetimes pleased with myself in my gratef 
itions; but I beUeve, on the whole, I hai 
'.tie merit in it, as my gratitude is not a 
le consequence of reflection, but sheerly 
inctive emotion of a heart too inattentive t* 
Mldly maxims and idews to settle into 
^its. 
I have been feeling aU the various rotatioi 
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jmow— tlie paog of disappbiiitmeiity th^ sting of 
pride, with some wandering stabs of remorse, 
which never faH to settle on my vitals like vultures, 
whoi attention is not called away by the calls of 
society, or the vagaries of the muse. Even in the 
hour of social mirth, my gaiety is the madness of 
an intoxicated criminal under the hands of the exe- 
cstioner. All these reasons urge me to go abroad ; 
and to all these reasons 1 have only one answer—^ 
the feelings of a fother. This, in the present mood . 
I am in, overbalances every thing that can be laid 
in the scale against it. 

You may perhaps th\ak it an extravagant fancy, 
but it is a sentiment which strilces home to my very 
soul : though iiceptical in some points of our cur- 
rent belief^ yet I thinlc I have every evidence for 
the reility of a life beyond the stinted bourn of our 
pW6Bt existence ; if so, then how should I, in the 
jreisence of that tremendous Being, the Author of 
existence, how should I meet the reproaches of those 
wlio stand- to me in the dear relation o( children, 
?whom I deserted in the smiling innocency of help- 
less^ infEuicy ? O thou great, unlinown' Power I thou 
Almighty God ! who hast lighted up reason^ in my > 
freast, and blessed me with immortality! I have 
laequently wandered from that order and regularity 
VBraBsary for the perfection of thy worlus^ yet thou 
|st never left me nor forsaken me I 

IfUnce I wrote the foregoing sheet, I have seen 
Iwthing of the storm of mischief thickeninc t^vcr 



lunstances forbid me closing with your 
r, or, eqjo^ng it, only threaten to entail 
•misery—^ 



o tell the truth, I have little reason for ( 
Dt, as the world, in general, has been Ui 
jiilly uiTto my deserts. I was, for some 
;, ^t getting into the pining distrustful tins 
misanthrope. I saw myself alone, unfit foi 
ggle of life, shrinking at erery rising dou 
chance-directed atmosphere of fortune, w 
lefenceless, I looked about in vain for a a 
ever occurred to me, at least never with 
e it deserved, that this world is a busy 8( 
man a creature destined for a progre: 
ggle; and that, however I might posse 
m heart and inoffensive manners (which Im 
bye, was rather more than I could ^ell b 
, more than these |>assive qualities, there 
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chase of the butterfly from flower a 
hunt fancy from whim to whim. 

Wt w w w w w w ^ .^ 

You see, sir, that if to know one's e 
probability of mending them, I stand ai\ 
but, according to the reverend Westmioi 
thougb conviction must precede convQ 
very far from always implying it.» 



V. 

TO MRS. DXJNLOP« OF DUNLOP. 

■ . ' ■ i 

Ayr8hir9i 

Madam, 
1 AM truly sorry I was not at home yest 
when I was so much honoured with your or^ 
iny copies, and incomparably more by the 
some compliments you are pleased to pay my 
abilities. I am fully persuaded that there is n 
class of mankind so feelingly alive to the titil] 
of applause, as the sons of Parnassus ; nor is 
to conceive how the heart of the poor bard < 
with rapture, when those, whose character 
gives them a right to be i)olite judges, honoi 
with their approbation. Had you been thor 
acqUidnted with me. Madam, you could no 
touched my darling heart-chord more sweet] 
^y noticing my attempts to celebrate our illu: 
Imcestor, the Saviour qf his Country, 

V* '^lit letter wat evidently written uhder the dh 
ftod oeculcaed by our Poet't eepantion from Mia. 
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«< Grekt patriot-heto ! Unrequited chief ! " 

The first book I met with in my early years, 
'Which I pems^d with pleastkre, was The L^ of 
Hannibal: the next was The History of Sir H^lktm 
fFaUace: fbr se^ral of my earlier years I had few 
other authors; and many a solitary hour have I 
stole oat, after the laborious vocations of the day, 
to shed a tear over their glorions but unfortunate 
stories. In those boyish days I remember in parti- 
cular being struck with that part of Wallace's 
story where these lines occur — 

'* Syne to the Leglen wood, when it wm late. 
To Boakeasilent and a lalb retqpat.'* 

I chose a fine summer Sunday, the only day my 
line of Ufe allowed, and walked half a dozen. of 
miles to pay my respects to the Leglen wood, with 
as much devout enthusiasm as ever pilgrim did to. 
Loretto : and, as I explored every den and dell 
where I could suppose my heroic countryman to 
have lodged, I recollect (for even then I was a 
rhymer) that my heart glowed with a wish to be 
able to make a song on him in some measure equal 
to his merits. 

VI. 

TO IIRS. STEWART, OF STAIR. 

1786. 

Madam, 
The hurry of my preparations fbr going abroad 
has lundered me from performing my promise so 
soon as I intended. I have here sent you a parcel of 
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songs, &c, Tv^icb never made their appearance ex^ 
cept to a friend or two at most. Perhaps some of 
them may be no great entertainment to yon ; bat of 
that I am far from being an adequate judge< The 
song to the tone of ^//rt'cifc Banks, you will easily see 
the impropriety of expionng much^ eveA in mann- 
script. -. I think myself it has some merit, both as 
a tolerable description of one of nature's sweetest 
scenes, a July evening,'and one of the finest pieces 
of Nature's workmanship,- the finest, indeed, we 
know any thing of, an amiable, beautiful young 
woman ; • but I have no common friend to procure 
me that permission, iirithout which I would not 
dare to spread the copy^ 

I am quite aware. Madam, what task the woHd 
would assign me in this lefteh 'fhd' obscure bard; 
when any of the great condetoend to take notice of 
hint, should heap the altar with the incense of flat'^ 
tery. -Their high ancestry, their own great and 
godlike qualities and actions, should be. recounted 
with. the most exaggerated description* This, 
Madain, is a task for which I am altogether unfit. 
Besides a certain. disqualifying pride of hearty I 
know, nothing of your connexions in life, and have 
no access to vAiete your real character is to be 
found*-* the company of your compeers : and more^ 
I am afndd that even the mo£t. refined adula* 
tion is by no means the road to your good,opi<» 
nion. 

doe featnre of your character I shall erer with 
grateful pleasure remember— the reception I got 
when I had the honour of wuting on you^ at StMr. 

♦ MiM A • ♦ •* 



N 
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I am Uttle acquainted with poUteiiess ; bnt I know 
a good deal of benevolence of temper and goodoess- 
of heart. Sarely, didthofle in eaodted stations know 
how happy they could make some dasses of their 
inferiors by condescension andaffalnlity, they wonld 
never stsfid so high, measuring out with every look 
ihe height of their elevation, bat condescend as 
sweetly as did Mrs. Stewart of Stair.-* 

VII. 
TO MISS •••. 

IfoMgiel, I8II1 Nov. 1786. 

Madam, 
Poets are such ontr^ beings, so much the children 
of wayward fisuicy and capricious whim, that I be-» 
Heve the world generally allows them a larger lati^ 
tude in the laws of propriety, than the sober sons, 
of judgment and prudence. I mention this as an 
apolctgy for the liberties that a nameless stranger 
has taken with you in the enclosed ppem, which he 
begs leave to present yon with. Whether it lias 
poetical merit any way worthy of the theme, I am 
not the proper judge ; but it is the best my abiU^ 
can produce ; and, what to a good heart vrill per. 
haps be a superior grace, it is equally sincere as 
fervent. 

The scenery was nearly taken from real life, 
though I dare say. Madam, you do not recollect it» 

• The soug enclosed is thit b^bmiag— 

'T was e*en •— the dewy fields were grecttt dec. 

SeeSfmgi* 



as I beUeve yott> acarcdy noticed the poetic ret>€wr as 
he wasdered by yon. I had rored out as chancer 
directed, in the favovrite haonts of my muse, on the 
hanks ol the Ayr, to view nature in s^ the gs^ety of 
the vernal year« The evening son was flaming over 
the distant western hills ; not a hreath stirred the 
crimson opening blossqm, or the verdant spreading 
leaf. — It was a golden moment for a poetic heart. 
I listened to the feathered warblers, pouring their 
harmony on every hand, with a congenial kindred 
regard, and frequently turned out of my path, lest 
I should disturb their little songs, or frighten them 
to another station. Surely, said I to myself, he, 
must be a wretch indeed, who, regardless of your 
harmonious endeavour to please him, can eye your 
elttsive flights to discover your secret recesses, and 
to rob yon of aU the property nature gives you, 
your dearest comfort, your helpless nestlings. Even 
the hoary hawthorn twig that shot across the w{^, 
what heart at such a time but must have been in- 
terested in its welfare, and wished it preserved 
from the mdely-browsing cattle, or the withering 
eastern blast ? Such was the scene — and such the 
hoor, when, in a comer of my prospect, I spied 
one of the fairest pieces of Nature's workmanship 
tliat ever crowned a poetic landscape, or met a 
poet's eye; those visionary bards excepted who 
hold commerce with aerial beings ! Had Calumny 
and Villany taken my walk, they had at that 
moment sworn eternal peace with such an ob- 
ject. 

What an hour of inspiration for a poet ! It 
would have raised pUun, dull, historic prose into 
metaphor and measure. 

VOL. I. c 
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The enclosed song* was the work of my rettnm 
home; and perhaps it but poorly answers what 
might have been expected from such a scene. 

I haveihe honour to he. Madam, 
Your most obedient, 

and very humble servant, 

Robert Burns. 

VIH. 

In the name of the Ni^E, Amen, 

We, Robert Burns, by virtue Of a Warrant from 
Nature, bearing date the Twenty-fifth day of 
January, Anno Domini one thousand sevefl hundred 
and fifty-Mine,t Poet-Laureat and BardIn Chief 
in and over the Districts and Countries of Kyle, 
Cunningham, and CARRicK,of old extent. To our 
tiiisty and well-beloved William Chalmers and 
John M* Adam, Students and Practitioners in the 
ancient and mysterious Science of Confounding 
Right and Wrong. 

Right trusty, 
Be it known unto you. That whereas, in the course 
of our care and watchings over the Order and Police 
of all and sundry the Manufacturers, Retainers, 
and Venders of Poesy ; Bards, Poets, Poetasters, 
Rhymers, Jinglers, Songsters, Ballad-singers, &c, 
&c. &c. &c. &c. male and female — We have discf 

• 'Twai even — the dewy fields were green. 

See Songi 
t His birth-day. 









My Dg *'««• 

R'^^ 'ot *'""-«' tie ,• ^"""^-'r^ 

t 
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Mag, I bad intended to send you an entertalniag 
letter ; and bf all tbe plodding stupid powers tbat 
in nodding ooDcdted^miyesty preside over tbe dnll 
routine of business-^ a hearily solemn oatb tbis! 
I am, and bave been ever since I came to Edin- 
borgb, as nnftt to write a letter of bumonr as to 
write a oomtnentary on tbe Revelations, 



To make you some amends for what, before you 
reacb tbis paragraph, yon will have suffered, 1 
enclose yon two poems I have carded and spun 
since 1 passed Olenbuck. One blank in the address 
to Edinburgh, " Faur B • • » •," is the heavenly 
Miss Burnet, daughter to Lord Monboddo, at 
whose bouse I bave bad the honour to be more 
than once. There has not been any tbingtnearly 
Hke her, in all the combinations of beauty, grace, 
and goodness, the great Creator has formed, tdnce 
Milton's Eve on the first day of her existence. 

I bave sent you a parcel of subscription-bills ; 
and bave written to Mr.Ballantine and Mr. Aiken, 
to call on you for some of them, if tiiey want them. 
My direction is — Care of Andrew Bruce, merchant, 
Bridge-street. 

X. 

TO THE EARL OF EGLINTON. 

Edinburgh, January, 1787. 
My Lord, 
As I have but slender pretensions to philosophy, I 
cannot rise to tbe exalted ideas of a citizen of the 
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world; but hare all those national prejudices 
which I believe grow peculiarly strong in the breast 
of a Scotchman. There is acarcely any thin^ to 
which I aiu so feelingly alive, as the honour and 
welfare of my country ; and, as a poet, I have no 
higher enjoyment than singing her sons and daugh** 
tens. Fate had cast my station in the veriest shades 
of life ; but never did a heart pant more ardently 
than mine, to be distinguished: ihoagh, till very 
lately, I looked in vain on every side for a ray oif 
light. It is easy, then, to guess how much I was 
gratified with the countenance and approbation of 
one of my country's most illustrious sons, when 
Mr. Wauchope called on me yesterday t)n the part 
of your . lordship. Your ^munificence, my lord, 
certainly deserves my very grateful acknowledg- 
ments'; but your patronage is a bounty peculiarly 
suited to my feelings. I am not master enough of 
the etiquette of life to know whether there be not 
some impropriety in troubling your lordship with 
my thanks ; but my heart whispered nie to do it. 
From the emotions of my inmost soul I do it. Sel- 
fish ingratitude I hope I am Incapable of ; and mer- 
cenary servility I trust I shall ever have so much 
honest pride as to detest. 

xr. 

TO MRS. DUNLOP. 

Edinburgh, 15th January, 17^. 
Madam, 
Yours of the 9th current, which I am this momew^ 
honoured with, is a deep reproatYv Xo raftVyc^^^'^ 



T,. and I am one of '' the sons of little men." 
rite him a mere matter-of-fact affair, like a u 
lant's order, would be disgracing the little chai 
T I have ; and to write the author of The P^in 
ociety and Manners a letter of sentiment — I 
are every artery runs cold at the thought. I si 
y, however, to write to him to-morrow or n 
ay. His kind interposition in my behalf I h 
Iready experienced, as a gentleman waited on 
le other day, on the part of lord Eglinton, v 
m guineas, by way of subscription for two co] 
f my next edition. 

The word you object to in the mention I h 
iade of my glorious countryman and your imm 
d ancestor, is indeed borrowed from 'Jfhomsi 
lit it does not strike tne as an improper epiti 
distrusted my own judgment on your finding f: 
ith it, and applied for the opinion of some of 
terati here, who honour me with their crit 
rictures, and they all allow it to be proper. **. 
mg you ask I cannot recollect, and I have n< 
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You Will see I have mentioned some others of the 
name. When 1 composed my Vision long ago, I 
had attempted a description of Koyle, of which the 
additional stanzas are a part, as it originally stood. 
My heart glows with a wish to be able to do justice 
to the merits of the Saviour of his Country y which, 
sooner ot later, I shall at least attempt. 

You are afraid I shall grow intoxicated with my 
prosperity as a poet. Alas ! madam, I know my- 
self and the world too well. I do not mean any airs 
of aflfected modesty; I am willing to believe that 
my abilities deserved some notice ; but in a most 
enlightened, informed age and nation, when poetry 
is and has been the study of men of the first natural 
genius, aided with all the powers of polite learning, 
polite books, and polite company — to be dragged 
forth to the full glare of learned and polite observa- 
tion, with all my imperfections of awkward rusti- 
city and crude unpolished ideas on my head— I as- 
sure you, madam, I do not dissemble when 1 tell 
you I tremble for the consequences. The novelty 
of a poet in my obscure situation, without any of 
those advantages which are reckoned necessary for 
. that character, at least at this time of day, has raised 
a^ partial tide of publi/c notice, which has borne me 
to a height wher6 I am absolutely, feelingly certain 
my abilities are inadequate to support me ; and too 
surely do I see that time when the same tide will 
leave me, and recede, perhaps, as far below the 
mark of truth. I do not say this in* the ridiculous 
affectation of self-abasement and modesty. I have 
studied myself, and know what ground I occupy ; 
and, however a friend or the world may differ from 
ine in that particular, 1 stand few tK^xjww q\v\ss$s^x 



you will bear me witness, that, when my but 
fame was at tbe highest, I stood, unintoxi 
with the inebriatiBg cap in my hand, 4ookin; 
ward with rueful resoIVe to the hastening 
when the blow of Calumny should dash it t 
ground, with all the eagerness of vengefu. 
umph. 



Your patronising me, and interesting yours 
my fame and character as a poet, I rejoice ii 
exedts me in my own idea ; and whether yon c 
cannot lud me in my subscription is a trifle. 1 
paltry subscription-bill any charms to the hear 
bard, compared with the patronage of the des< 
wt of the immortal Wallace ? 

XII. 
TO DR. MOORE. 
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judges of the first character. Your criticisms, sir, 
I receive with reverence; only, I ara sorry they 
mostly came too late : a peccant passage or two, 
that I would certainly have altered, were gone to 
the press. 

llie hope to be admiredi for ages is, in by far the 
greater part of those even who are authors of re- 
pnte, an unsubstantisd dream. For my part, my 
first ambition was, and still my strongest wish is, 
to please my compeers, the rustic inmates of the 
iiaralet, while ever^changing language and jnanners 
shall allow me to be relished and understood. I 
am very Mailing to admit that I have some poetical 
abilities ; and as few, if any writers, either moral 
or poetical, are intimately acquainted with the 
classes of mankind among' whom I have chiefly 
mingled, I may have seen men and manners in a 
different phasis from what is common, which may 
Assist originality of thought. Still I know very 
well the novelty of my character has by far the 

' greatest share in the learned and polite notice I 
have lately had; and in a language where Pope 
and Churchill have raised the laugh, and SHenstone 
and Gray drawn tho^ tear— where Thomson and 

^ Beattie have painted the landscape, and Lytteltou 
and Ck)llins described the heart, I am not vain 
enough to hope for distinguished poetic fame. , 



cTi 
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XIII. 
TO THE REVEREND O. LOWRIE« OF NEWMILLS, 

Near Kibnamock^ 

Edinburgh. 6th February, IT'dT* 

Reverend and dear Sir, 
When I look at the date of your kind letter, my 
heart reproaches me severely with ingratitude in 
neglecting so long to answer it. I will not^tronl^e 
you with any account, by way of apology, of my 
hurried life and distracted attention : do me the 
justice to believe that my delay by no means pro- 
ceeded from want of respect. I fed, and erer shall 
feel, for you, tlie nung^ed sentiments of esteem for 
a friend, and reverence for a father. 

I thank you, sir, with all my soul, for your friend- 
ly hints ; though I do not need them so much as 
my fiiends are-apt to imagine. Yon are dazzled 
with pewspaper-accounts and distant reports ; but 
in reality, I have no great temptation to be intosd- 
cated with the cup of prosperity. Novelty may at- 
tract the attention of mankind a while ; to it I owe 
my present leclat ; but I see the time not for distant, 
when the popular tide, which has borne me to a 
height of which I am, perhaps, unworthy, shall re 
cede with silent celerity, and leave me a barr 
waste of sand, to descend at my leisure to my foir 
station. I do not say this in the affectation of i 
desty; I see the consequence is unavoidable, ; 
am prepaired for it. I had been at a good de9 
pains to form a just, impartial estimate of m 
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teUectual powers before I came here ; I hare not 
added, since I came to E^nburgh, any thing to the 
acconnt ; and I tmst I shall take erery atom of it 
haibk to my shades, the cofert«< of my unnoticed, 
early jean. 

In Dr. Blacklocky whom I see yery often, I have 
found, what I would hare expected in our friend, a 
clear head and an excellent heart. 

By far the m(>st agreeable hours I spend in £din> 
Imii^ most be placed to the account of Miss Lowrie 
and her piano fort^. I cannot help repeating to yon 
and Mrs. Lowrie a compliment that Mr. Mackenzie, 
the^cdebrated ** Man of FeeUng," paid to Miss 
Lowrie, the other night, at the concert. I had 
come in at the inteiiude, and sat down by him, till 
I saw Miss Lowrie in a seat not rery dii^ant, and 
went up to pay my respects to her. On my return 
to Mr. Mackenzie, he asked me who she was ; I 
told him 'twas the daughter of a reverend friend 
of mine in* the west country. He returned, there 
was something very striking, to his idea, in her 
appearance. On my desiring to know what it was, 
he was pleased to say, ** She has a great deal of the 
eleg aa o e of a well-bred lady about her, with all the 
sweet simplicity of a country-girL" 

My comj^ments to all the happy inmates of 
Saint Margaret's. 

I am, dear sir, . 

Yours most gratefolly, 

Robert Burns. 



I 



'ardon my seeming neglect in delating m 
ick&owledge the honour yon have done me 
:ind notice of me^January 23d. Not many 
igo I knew no other employment than f 
he plough, nor could hoast any thing highe 
listaut acquaintance with a country^cle 
Mere gneataess never embarrasses me ; 1 1 
:hing to ask from the great, and I do not U 
ndgment*: but genius, polished by learni 
It its proper point of elevation in the eyi 
vorld, this of late I frequently meet vvrith, ai 
)le at its approach. I scorn the affectation < 
ng modesty to cover self-conceit. That 
ome. merit I do not deny; but I see, with i 
vringpngs of heart, that the novelty of my 
er, and the honest national prejudice of n 
rymen, have bonie me to a height altogei 
enable to my abilities. 

For the honour Miss W. has done me, pie 
etum her,- in my name, my most grateful 

Viovo Tkirti^o ^ViQ«t nrt^A *V.^— — *— •■ - ** 
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jftre, I thiDk, two characteristic features in her poe- 
try—the unfettered wild flight of native genius, 
and the querulous, MWidrtf tenderness of time-settled 
sorrow. 

I only know what pleases me, often without beiiig 
able to tell why. 

XV. 

TO THE EARL OP GLENCAIRN. 

Edinburgh, 1787* 

My Lord, 
J WANTED to purchase a profile of your lordship, 
which I was told was to be got in town : but I am 
truly sorry to see that a blundering painter has 
spoiled a " human face divine." The enclosed stan- 
zas I intended to have written below a picture or 
profile of your lordship, could I have been so happy 
as to procure one vnth any thing of a likeness. 

As I will soon return to my shades, I wanted to 
hare something like a material object for my grati- 
tude ; I wanted to have it in my power to say to a 
friend. There is my noble patron, my generous be- 
nefactor. Allow me, my lord, to publish these 
verses. I conjure your lordship, by the honest 
throe of gratitude, by the generous wish of benevo- 
lence, by all the powers and feelings which compose 
the magnanimous mind, do not deny me this peti- 
tion.'t^ I owe much'to your lordship ; and what has 
not in some other instances always beeii the case 

« ■ 

* It dcies hot appear that the Earl granted this request, 
nor have the verses alluded to been found among the MSS. 



manner of snpporting that cnaracier, tan nat- 
ng to my pride ; and I would be jealous of the 
ity of my grateful attachment where I was under 

patronage of one of the much favoured sons of 
:une. 

Llmost every poet has celebrated his patrons, 
ticularly when they were names dear to famC) 
L illustrious in their country ; allow me, then, my 
1, if you think the verses have intrihsic merit, to 

the world how much I have the honour to be 
Your lordship's highly indebted,' 

and ever grateful humble servant. 

XVL 

TO THE EARL OF BUCHAN. 

Ay Lord, 

E honour your lordship has done me, by your 
ice and advice in yours of the 1st instant, I shall 
r gratefully remember : ' 
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ifl^-KX>vXxaaAed fields, where Caledonia, rejoicing, 
|i\)&,T\Aoody lioo borae through broken ranks to 
^Itory and fame ; and, catching the inspiration, to 
^inr the deathless names in song. But, my lord, 
in the midst of these enthusiastic reveries, a long- 
visaged, dry, moral-looking phantom strides across 
my imagination, and pronounces these emphatic 
words : 

" I, Wisdom, dwell with Prudence. Friend, I 
do not come to open the ill-closed wounds of your 
follies and misfortunes, merely to give you pain : I 
wish through these wounds to imprint a lasting les- 
son on your heart. I will not mention how many 
of my salutary advices you have despised : I have 
given you line upon line, and precept upon precept; 
and while I was chalking out to you the strsught 
- way to wealth and character, with audacious ef- 
frontery you have zig-zagged across the path, con- 
temning mq to my face : you knowlthe consequences. 
It is not yet three months since home was so hot 
for you, that you were on the wing for the western 
shore of the Atlantic, not to make a fortune, but to 
hide your misfortune. 

" Now thatyoui' dear-loved Scotia puts it in your 
power to return to the situation of your forefathers, 
will you follow these Will-o'-Wisp meteors of fancy 
and whim, till they bring you once more to the 
brink of ruin ? I grant that the utmost groimd you 
can occupy is but half a step from the veriest po- 
verty ; but still it is half a step from it. If all that I 
can urge be ineffectual, let her who seldom calls to 
yon in vain, let the call of pride prevail with you. 
You know how you feel at the iron gripe of ruthless 
oppression: you know how yon bear the galling 
sneer of contumelious greatness. I hold you out 



( 
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the conyeniences, the comforts of life, independence 
and character, on the one hand : I tender you ser- 
vility, dependence, and wretchedness, on the other. 
I will not insult your understanding by bidding yon 
make a choice."* 

This, my lord, is unanswerable. I must return 
to my humble station, and. woo my rustic museio 
my wonted way at; the plough-tail. Still, my lord, 
while the drops of life warm my heart, gratitude to 
that dear-loved country in which I boast my birth, 
and gratitude to those her distinguished sons, who 
have honoured me so much with their patronage 
and approbation, shall, while stealing throug|i my 
humble shades, ever distend my bosom, and at 
times^ as now, draw forth the swelling tear. 

XVII. 



TO THE HONOURABLE BAILIES OF CANONGATE, 

EDINBURGH. 

Gentlemen, 
I AM sorry to be told, that the remains of Robert 
Fergusson, the so justly celebrated poet, a man 
whose talents, for ages to come, will do honour to 
Our Caledonian name, lie in your church-yard, 
among the ignoble dead, unnoticed and unknown. 

Some memorial to direct the steps of the lovers 
of Scottish Song, when they wish to shed a tear 
over the " narrow house" of the bard who is no 
more, is surely a tribute due to Fergusson's me- 
mory ; a tribute I wish to have the honour of pay- 
ing. 

• Copied from the Bee, voL li. p. 319, and compared with 
the Authox's MSS. 
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I pe^cm yon, then. Gentlemen, to permit me 
to lay a simple stone over his revered ashes, to ^- 
maiin an airalienable property to his deathless fame. 
I have the honour to be. Gentlemen, your very 
humble servant, (sic subscribitur) , 

Robert Burns, 

XVIII. 

TO • • • • «! 



f 



My Dear Sir, 
You may think, and too Justly, that I am a selfish 
ungrateM fellow, having received so many repeated 
instances of kindness from you, and yet never put- 
ting pdn to paper to say — thank you; but if you 
knew what a devil of a life my conscience has led 
me on that account, your good heart would think 
yourself too much avenged. By the bye, there is 
nothing in the whole frame of man which seems 
to me so unaccountable as that thing called con- 
science. Had the troublesome yelping cur powers 
eiBcient to prevent a mischief, he might be of use : 
but, at the beginning of the business, his feeble ef-. 
forts are to the workings of passion as the infant 
frosts of an autumnal morning to the unclouded 
fervour of the rising sun : and no sooner are the tu- 
multuous doings of the wicked deed over, than, 
amidst the bitter native consequences o^ folly, in the 
very vortex of our horrors, up starts conscience, 
and harrows us with the feelings of the d****». 

I have enclosed yon, by way of expiation, some 
verse and prose, that, if they merit a place in your 



HERE LIES ROBERT FERGUSSON, POlT. 

nrn, September 5th, l7&l-^Died, l6th October, 1774. 

No sculptured marble here, nor pompous lay, 
'* No storied urn nor animated bilst ;" 

This simple stone directs pale Scotia's way 
To pour her sorrows o'er her poet's dust. 

On the otfier aide of the Stone is as follows : 

'^ By: special grant of the Managers to Robert 
urns, who erected this stone, this burial-place is 
I remain for ever sacred to the memory of Robert 
ergusson." 

XIX. 

TO MRS. DUNLOP. 

Edinburgh, March 29, 1787- 
MADAM, 

BEAD your letter with watery eyes. A little, very 
*•*'*» while aicOt / had scarce a friend but the stub' 
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\iecessaryt o clilim the privilege of thinkiDg for my- 
self. The noble earl of Glencaim, to whom I owe 
more than to any man, does me the honour of giTing 
me his strictures ; his hints, with respect to impro- 
priety or indelicacy, I follow implicitly. 

You kindly interest yourself in my future views 
and prospects: there I can ^ve you no light; — it 
is all 

** Dark as. was chaos, ere the infant sun 
Was roll'd together, or had tried his beams 
/ Athwart the gloom profound." 

The appellation of a Scottish bard is by far my 
highest pride: to qontinue to deserve it, is my most 
exalted ambition. Scottish scenes and Scottish 
story are the themes I could wish to sing. I have 
no dearer aim thaato have it my power> unplagued 
with the routine of business, for which, heaven 
knows ! I am unfit enough, to make leisurely pil- 
grimages through Caledonia ; to sit on the fields of 
herjDattles ; to wander on the romantic banks of her 
rivers ; and to muse by the stately towers or vene- 
rable ruins, once the honoured abodes of her heroes. 

But these ai-e all Utopian thoughts : I have dallied 
long enough with life : 'tis time to be in earnest. I 
have a fond, an aged mother to care for : and some 
other bosom-ties perhaps equally tender. 

Where the individual only suffers by the conse- 
quences of his own thoughtlessness, indolence, or 
folly, he may be excusable : nay, shining abilities, 
and some of the nobler virtues, may half-sanctifv 
a heedless character : but where God and nature 
have entrusted the welfare of others to his care ; 
where the trust is sacred and the ties are dear, that 



Btend, so far as I may be said to hare any inten- 
«i, to return to my old acquaintance, the plough; 
d, if I can meet with a lease by which I can live, 
commence farmer. I do not intend to give up 
etry : being bred to labour secures me indepen- 
nee; and the muses iire my chief, sometimes have 
en my only enjoyment. If my practice second my 
jolntion, I shall have'principally at heart the 
rious business of life : but, while following my 
Nigfa, or building up my shocks, I shall cast a lei- 
re glance to that dear, that only feature of my 
aracter, which gave me the notice of my country, 
d the patronage of a Wallace. 
Thus, honoured Madam; I • have given you the 
rd, his situation, and his views, native as they are 
his own bosom. 



XX. 
:XTRACTS FROM HIS COMMON PLACE BOOK. 
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>rth a cart-load of recollectioii.' I don't knoir 
»w k is with tke world Id general, but with me, 
iking my remarks is by no means a solitary pleii- 
re. I want some one to laugh with me, some 
e to be grave with me, some one to please me 
d help my discrimination, with his or her own le- 
irk, and at times, no doubt, to admire my acnte- 
B0 and penetration. The world are so bnricA 
th selfish pursuits, ambition, yanity, interest, or 
»sure, that very few think it worth their while to> 
ike any observation on what passes around them, 
cept where that observation is a sucker, or branch 
tl^e darling plant they are rearing in their &ncy. 
\x am I sure, notwithstanding all the sentimental 
rhts of novel-writers, and the sage philosophy of 
>ralists, whether we are capable of so intimate 
d cordial a coalition of friendship, as^that one 
in may pour out his bosom, his every thought and 
aiting fancy, his very inmost soul, with unreserved 
ifidenceto another, without'hazard of losing part 
that respect which man deserves from man ; or, 
m the unavoidable imperfections attending hu- 
in nature, of one day repenting his confidence. 
For these reasons I am determined to make these 
^ my confidant. I will sketch every character 
It any way strikes me, to the best of my power, 
;h unshrinking justice. I will insert anecdotes, 
i take down remarks, in the old law phrase, 
hmU ftud or favour, — ^Where I hit on any thing 
rer, my own applause will, in some measure, 
st my vanity ; and, begging Patroclus' and Achates' 
■don, I think a lock and key a security, at least 
lal to the bosom of any friend whatever. 
Wy own private story likewise, my love-adven- 



ferent sexes, w^ 

«,rted by the t« ot i ^^ j,^, 

«men thoogM m^ " ^^ mutoal from «• 
"^^^ «"» '»* ""7 ^ ,^,. t exalts tbcm the 
fiAonce confidence «*' .^f .^jears them 

r»- - *=t"°B:t h's'^^-irihVhT'j 

;^%igusandreveU J^ise (wM^^^ ^V 

•^"'y "'^Tchan^ of being), J^V If^,^ alone 

Uave no 8»t «,almisf8 sparrow, w 

cast with the ^»^T_Oh the p.ty ! 

on the house-tops. ^ , Vevi^ under the s«. 

"r^-Trere^ln-^^SerwS 
<5^rroraranofgenius,nay,;^-.„„,,,c. 
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ortMf gives the bard, or whatever he is, 
'» ^ good wiMhes, beyond, perhaps, any 
**T * yet how will it mortify him to see a , 
rchas sU>ilitie8 would scarcely have made i 
"^ ^ tailor, and whose heart is not wot 
things, meet with attention and not 
• '^ withheld from the son of genius and po 
te OB 'j-^ij noblie Qlencaim has wounds m 

>ns a here, because I dearly esteem, respec 
■d ak him. He showed so much attention^ 
attention, one day, to the only blocklk 
p,^ (the whole company consisted of his Ion 
rt. derpate, and myself > that I was within 1 

of throwing down my gage of contempt 
"^ ance ; but he shook my hand, and lookec 
^ volently good at parting. God bless him I 
^^ should never see him more, I shall love 
~ my dying day! I am pleased to think 1 1 
pable of the throes of gratitude, as I am i 
deficient in some other virtues. 
^*** With Dr. Blair I am more at my ease, 

respect him with humble veneration ; but 
_ kindly interests himself in my welfare, or s 

when he descends from his pinnacle, and i 
on equal ground in conversation, my heart < 
with what is called liking. When he ne{ 
for the mere carcass of greatness, or whe 
measures the difference of our points of i 
I say to myself, with scarcely any emotion, 

. I care for him, or his pomp either ? 

) •••••• 

It is not easy forming an exact judgmei 
one; but, in my opinion. Dr. Klair is n 
astonishing proof what industry and applic 



bye 

Idk 



rery nrst, rank m* prose ; evcu ... ^^. 

•fiatare's making can only take the pa» 6i \Am. 
has a heart, not of the very finest water, but £eu- 
n being an ordinary one. In short, he is tmly a 
rthy, and most respectable character. 

XXI. 

TO MRS. BUNLOP. 

Edinburi^, 15tii April, 1787. 
Madam, 

HERB is an affectation of gratitude which I dislike, 
he periods of Johnson and the pauses of Sterne 
lay hide a selfish heart. For my part, Madam, I 
ust I have too much pride for servility, and too 
ttle prudence for selfishness. I hare this moment 
roken open your letter, but 

" Rude am I in ipeedi, '\ 

And therefore little can I grace my cauie ^ 

In speaking for mysdf — ** 
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aiun of Commissione 

that we can settle wh 
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TO 



I RECEIVED the hoc 
tioned to Mrs. Dunl 
the coverts of imag 
tude. 1 thank you 
done me; and to mj 
ber it. To be higl 
what 1 have in cc 
regard these volui 
fiiendly esteem, is 
tion. 
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EXTRACT OF A I. 
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^ determined^ ,.. derff, critics, & 

^*«*!" - rLwc^ive gentry <l«*^!'Vorid by ' 
— .11 these respe^ ._.,^t from tne w _^,j, 



BUSNS'S LETTfiKS. 51 

four weeks, or less, to have the honour of appearing 
at Dnnlop, in its defence, in person. 

XXIV. 

TO THE REVEREND DR. HUGH BLAIR. 

Lawn^Market, Edinburgh, 3d May, 1787. ^ 
Reverend and much-respected Sir, 
I LEAVE Edinburgh to-morrow morning, but could 
not go without troubling you with half a line, sin- 
cerely to thank you for the kindness, patronage, 
and friendship you have shown me. I often felt 
the embarrassment of my singular situation ; drawn 
forth from the veriest shades of life to the glare of 
remark; and honoured by the notice of those illus- 
trious names of my country, whose works, while 
they are applauded to the ei)d of time, will ever in- 
struct and mend the heart. However the meteor- 
like novelty of my appearance in the virorld might 
attract notice, and honour me with the acquaint- 
ance of the permanent lights of genius and litera- 
ture, those who are truly benefactors of the immor- 
tal nature of man ; I knew very well, that my utmost 
merit was far unequal to the task of preservfaig that 
character when once the novdty was over. I have 
made np my mind, that abuse, or almost even 
neglect, will not surprise me in my quarters. 

I have sent you a proof impression/ of Beugo's 
work for me, done on Indian paper, as a trifling but 
sincere testimony with what heart-warm gratitude 
I ani> &c. 



SOME ACCOUNT OF HIS JOURNEY. 

In our return, at a Highland gentleman's hoi 
ible mansion, we fell in with a merry party, ; 
anced till the ladies left us, at three in the momi 
ha dancing was none of the French or English 
ipid formal movements; the ladies sung Sec 
ongs like angels, at intervals ; then we flew at J 
./ the bawster, Tullochgorum^ Loch Erroch side,* 
ilce midges sporting in the mottie sun, or en 
TOgnosticatihg a storm in a hairst day. — When 
lear lasses left us, we ranged round the bowl till 
:ood-fellow hour of six ; except a few minutes i 
^e went out to pay our devotions to the glori 
amp of day peering over the towering top of Bei 
Qond; We all kneeled ; our worthy landlord's 
leld the bowl ; each man a full glass in his ha 
indl, as priest, repeated some rhymitag nonse 
ike Thomas-a^Rhymer's prophecies I suppoa 
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My two friends and I rode soberly down the Loch 
side, till by came a Highiandmau at the gallop, on 
a tolerably good horse, but which had never known 
the ornaments of iron or leather. We scorned to be 
out-galloped by a Highlandman, so off we started, 
whip ^d spur. My companions, though seemingly 
gayly mounted, fell sadly astern ; but my old mare, 
Jenny Gedde^, one of the Rosinante family, she 
strained past the Highiandmau in spite of all his ef- 
fortSy with the hair-halter: just as I was passing him, 
Donald wheeled his horse, as if to cross before me 
to mar my progress, when down came his horse, and 
threw his rider's breekless a — e in a dipt hedge ; 
and down came Jenny Geddes over all, and my bard- 
ship between her and the Highlandman's horse. 
Jenny Geddes trode over me with such cautious 
reverence, that matters were not so bad as might 
well have been expected ; so I came off with a few 
cuts and bruises, and a thorough resolution to be a 
pattern of sobriety for the future. 

I have yet fixed on nothing vnth respect to the se- 
rious business of life. I am, just as usual, a rhy- 
ming, mason-making, raking, aimless, idle fellow. 
However, f shall somewhere have a farm soon. I 
waA going to say, a wife too ; but that must never 
be my blessed lot. I am but a younger son of the 
house of Parnassus, and like other younger sons of 
great families, I may intrigue, if I choose to run all 
risks, but must not marry. 

I am afraid I have almost ruined one source, 
the principal one indeed, of my former happiness ; 
that eternal propensity I always had to fall in love. 
My heart no more glows with feverish rapture. I 
have no paradisiacal evening intervlevi^^loteaixQW^ 



54 BURNS'S LETTERS. 

the restless cares and prying inhabitants of this weary 
world. I have only * • • ». This last is one of 
your distant acquaintances, has a fine figure, and 
elegant manners ; and in the train of some great 
folks whom yon know, has seen the politest quarters 
in Europe. I do like her a good deal ; but what 
piques me is her conduct at the commencement of 
our acquuntance. I frequently visited her when I 
was in * * *, and after passing regularly the inter- 
mediate degrees between the distant formal bow 
and the familiar grasp round the waist, I ventured 
in my careless way to talk of friendship in rather 
ambiguous terms ; and after her return to * * *, 
I wrote to her in the same style. Miss, construing 
my words farther I suppose than even I intended, 
flew off in a tangent of female dignity and reserve, 
like a mountain- lark in an April morning ; and Wrote 
me an answer which measured me out very com- 
pletely what an immense way I had to travel before 
-l could reach the climate of her favour. But I am 
an old hawk at the sport ; and wrote her such a 
cool, deUberate, prudent reply, as brought my bird 
from her aerial towerings, pop down at my foot 
like corporal lYim*s hat. 

As for the rest of my acts, and my wars, and all 
my wise sayings, and why my mare was called Jen- 
ny Geddes ; they shall be recorded in a few weeks 
hence at Linlithgow^ in the chronicles of your me- 
mory, by 

Robert Burns. 
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XXVI. 

TO DR. MOORE. 

Maudiline, Sd August* ITi?- 
Sir, 
For some months past I have been rambling over 
the country; but I am now confined with some 
lingering complaints, originating, as I take it, m 
the stomach. To divert my spirits a little in this 
miserable fog of efwui, I hare taken a whim to give 
you a history of myself. My name has made some 
little noise in this country ; you have done me the 
honour to interest yourself very warmly in my be^^ 
half; and I think a faithful account of what charac- 
ter of a man I am, and how 1 came by that charac- 
ter, may perhaps amuse you in an idle moment. I 
wiU give you an honest najrative'; though I know 
It will be often at my own expense ;*— for I assure 
you, sir, I have, like Solomon, whose chai-acter, ex- 
cepting in the trifling affsur of wudom, I sometimes 
think I resemble, — I have, I say, like him, turned 
my eyes to behold madnete and folly, and, like him, 
too frequently shaken hands with their intoxicating 
friendship. • *~* After you have perused these 
pages, should you think them trifling and imperti- 
nent, I only beg leave to tell you, that the poor au- 
thor wrote them under some twitching qualms of 
conscience, arising from suspicion that he was 
doing what he ought not to do : a predicament he 

has more than once been in before. 

' I have not the most distant pretensions to assume 
that character which the pye-coated guardians of 



** My ancient but ignoble blood 
" Has crept through scoundrels ever since the flood.'' 

ales, Purpure, Argent, &c. quite disowned me. 
My father was of the north of Scotland, the sou 
:* a farmer, and was thrown by early misfortunes 
1 the world at large; where, after many years' 
anderings and sojournings, he picked up a pretty 
rge quantity of observation and experience, to 
hich I am indebted for most of my little preten- 
ons to wisdom.—- 1 have met wifh few who under- 
JOO& men, their manners^ and. their waySy equal to 
im ; but stubborn, ungainly integrity, and head- 
ing ungovernable irascibility, are disqualifying 
ircumstances ; consequently, I was born a very 
uor man's son. For the first six or seven years of 
ly life, my father was gardener to a worthy gen» 
emau of small estate in the nei|;hbourhood of Ayr. 
[ad he continued in that station, I must have march- 
d off to be one of the little underlings about a 
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my disposition, and an enthusiastic idiot * piety. I 
say idiot piety, because 1 was then but a child. 
Though it cost tlie schoolmaster some thi;ashings, I 
made an excellent English scholar; and by the time 
I was ten or eleven years of age, I was a critic in 
substantives, verbs, and particles. In my infant 
and boyish days, too, 1 owed much to an (dd wo- 
man who resided in the family, remarkable for her 
ignorance, credulity, and superstition. She had, I 
suppose, the largest collection in the country of 
tales and songs concerning devils, ghosts, fsuries, 
brownies, witches, warlocks, spunkies, kelpies, elf- 
candles, dead-lights, wrsdths, apparitions, cantraps, 
giants, enchanted towers, dragons, and other trump- 
ery. This cultivated the -latent seeds of poetry; 
but had so strong an effect on my imagination, that 
to this hour, in my nocturnal rambles, I sometimes 
keep a sharp look out in suspicious places: and 
though nobody can be more sceptical than I am in 
such mattersi yet it often takes an effort of philoso- 
phy to shake off these idle terrors. The earliest 
composition that I recollect taking pleasure in, was 
The Vision of Mirza, and a hymn of Addison's, 
beginning. How are thy servants blest ^ Lord I I 
particularly remember one half-stanza^ which was 
music to my boyish ear — 

" For though on dreadfiil whirls we hung 
'< High on tlie broken wave. — ** 

I met with these pieces in Mason's English CoUec- 
iion, one of my school-books, llie two first books 
I ever read in private, and which gave me more 

* Idiot /or idiotic. 

d2 
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cau enoagn lo oe a soiuici ^ 
Wallace poured a Scottish prejudice into my ^ 
which will boil along there till the flood-gal 
life shut in eternal rest. 

Polemical divinity about this time was pu 
the country half-mad ; and I, ambitious of sh 
ia conversation parties on Sundays, between 
mons, at funerals, &c., used, a few years afterw 
to puzzle Calvinism with so much heat and i 
cretion, that I raised a hue and cry of heresy ag 
me, which has not ceased to this hour. 

My vicinity to Ayr was of some advantage t( 
My social disposition, when not checked by 
modifications of spirited pride, was, like our 
chism-definition of infinitude, without bounds 
mits, I formed several connexions with other 
kers who possessed superior advantages, the j 
ling actors, who were busy in the rehearsal 
in which they were shortly to appear on the si 
life, where, alas ! I was destined to drudge ? 
the scenes. It is not commonly at this gr< 
-»— * .M,«. vnnnsr gentry have a just sense of i 
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aace of my plough-boy carcass, the two extremes of 
which were often exposed to all the inclemencies of 
all the seasons. They would give me stray volumes 
of books ; among them, even then, I could pick up 
some observations ; and one, whose heart I am sure 
not even, the Mutiny Begum scenes have tainted, 
helped me to a little French. Parting with these 
my young friends and benefactors, as they occasion- 
ally went off for the East or West Indies, was often 
to me a sore affliction ; but I was soon called to 
more serious evils. My father's generous master 
died ; the farm proved a ruinous bargain ; and, to 
clench the misfortune, we fell into the hands of a 
factor, who sat for the picture I have drawn Of one 
in my Tale of Twa Dogs, My father was advanced 
in life when he married ; I was the eldest of seven 
children : and he, worn out by early hardships, was 
unfit for labour. My father's spirit was soon irri- 
tated , but not easily broken. There was a freedom 
in his lease in two years more ; and, to weather 
these two years, we retrenched our expenses. We 
lived 'very poorly: I was a dexterous ploughman, 
for my age ; and the next eldest to me was a b''o- 
ther (Gilbert) who could drive the plough very well, 
and help me to thrash the com. A novel-writer 
might perhaps have viewed these scenes with some 
satisfaction, but so did not I ; my indignation yet 

boils at the recollection of the s ^1 fiictor's in- 

Solent threatening letters, which used to set us all 
in tears. 

This kind of life^ — the cheerless gloom of a her- 
mit, with the unceasing moil of a galley-slave, 
brought me to my sixteenth year ; a little before 
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v'lilch period I first committed the ain of Rhyme. 
You bnmv ont coantry custom of coupling a mau 
and woman together as partners in Ibe labours of 
harvest. In my fifteenth antumn my partner was a 
iwwitchiug creature, a year younger than myself. 
My scardty of English denies me the power of 
doing her Justice in lliat language ; but you know 
tlie Scottish idiom — she was a bermh, tweet, aomie 
Ibm. In abort, she altc^ether, unwittingly to her; 
xelf, initiated me in that delicious passion, which 
iu spile of acid disappointment, gin-horae prudence, 
and book-worm philosophy, I hold to be the first of 
liumaa joys, onr dearest blessing here below ! How 
she caught the contagion, I cannot lell ; you medi- 
cal people talk much of infection from breathing the 
same air, the touch, &c.; bnt i never expressly 
said 1 loved faer. Indeed I did not kuow myself 
why I liked so much to loiter behind with her, 
when returning in the evening from our lalHinrs; 
why the tones of her voice made my heart-strings 
thrill like an jEolian harp ; and particularly why my 
pulse beat sncb a furious raiao when I looked and 
fingered over her little hand to pick out the cruel 
nettle stings and thistles. Among her other love- 
inspiring qualities, she sung sweetly; and it was her 
favourite reel, to which I attempted giving an em- 
bodied vehicle Id rhyme. 1 was not so presump- 
tuous as to imagine that 1 conld make verses like 
printed ones, composed by men who bad Greek and 
Lulia ; bnt my girl aung a song, which waa said to 
be composed by a small country laird's son, on one 
of his father's m;uds, with whom he was in loi~e '. 
naA I saw uo reason why I might DOt rhyme aa well 
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as he; for, excepting that he could smear sheep, 
and cast peats, his father living in ihe moor-landA, 
he had no more scholar-craft than myself. 

Thus with me began love and poetry ; which at 
times have been my only, and till within the last 
twelve months, have been my highest enjoyment. 
My fother strhggled on till he reached the freedom 
in his lease, when he entered on a larger farm, 
about ten miles farther in the country. The nature 
of the bargain he made was such as to throw a little 
ready money into his hands at the commencement 
of his lease ; otherwise the affair would have been 
impracticable. For four years we lived comfort- 
ably here ; but a difference commencing between 
him and his landlord as to terms, after three years 
tossing and whirling in the vortex of litigation, my 
father was just saved from the horrors of a jail by 
a consumption, which, after two years* promises, 
kindly stepped in, and carried him away, to where 
the wicked cease from troubling y and the weary are 
at rfist. 

It is during the time that we lived, on this farm 
that my little' story is most eventful. I was, at the 
beginning of this period, perhaps the most ungain- 
ly, awkward boy in the parish — no solitaire was less 
acquainted with the ways of the world. What I 
knew of ancient story was gathered from Salmon's 
and Guthrie's geographical grammars; and the ideas 
I had formed of modem manners, of literature, and 
criticism, I got from the Spectator, These, with 
Pop^s IVorkSy some plays of Shakspeare^ Ttdl and 
Dickson on Agriculture, The Pantheon, Lock^s Es^ 
say on the Human Understanding ^-Stackhous^s His- 
tory of the Bible, Justice's British Gardener^s Di 



ed over them driving my cart, or walking^to J 
J, song by song, verse by verse ; carefully notl; 

tme tender, or sublime, from affectation a 
tian. I am convinced I owe to this practi 
ch of my critic craft, such as it is. 
in my seventeenth year, to give my mannen 
ish, I went to a country dancing school. — My 1 
r had an unaccountable antipathy against the 
etings ; and my going was, what to this'mome 
epent, in opposition to his wishes. My father, 
ud before, was subject to strong passions ; frc 
it instance of disobedience in me he took a 8( 
dislilce to me, which I believe was one cause 
i dissipation which marlced my succeeding yea 
ay dissipation, comparatively with the strictne 
1 sobriety, and regularity of presbyterian cou 

life ; for though the Will o' Wisp meteors 
raghtless whim were almost the sole lights 
' path, yet early ingrained piety and virtue k( 

for several years afterwards within the line 
tocence. The great misfortune of my life was 
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squeeze myself into it; — the last I always hated- 
there was contamination in the very entrance ! 
Thns abandoned of ^m or view in life, with a strong 
appetite for sociability, as well from native hilarity, 
as from a pride of observation and remark ; a con- 
stitational melancholy or hypochondriasm that made 
me fly to solitude ; add to these incentives to so- 
cial life, my reputation for bookish knowledge, a 
certain wild logical talent, and a strength of thought, 
something like^the rudiments of good sense ; and it 
will not seem surprising that I was generally a wel- 
come guest where I visited, or any great wonder 
thaty always where two or three met together, there 
was I among them. But far beyond all other im« 
poises of my heart, was un penchatU ^ radorable 
moitii du genre humam. My heart was completely 
tinder, and was eternally lighted up by tome god- 
dess or other; and as in every other warfare in this 
world my fortune was various, sometimes I was re- 
ceived with favour, and sometimes I was mortified 
with a repulse. At the plough, scythe, or reap- 
hook, I feared no competitor, and thus I set abso- 
lute want at defiance ; and as I never cared farther 
for my labours than while I was in actual exercise, 
I spent the evenings in the way after my own heart. 
A country lad seldom carries on a love-adventure 
without an assisting confidant. I possessed a cu- 
riosity, zeal, and intrepid dexterity, that recom- 
mended me as a proper second on these occasions ; 
and I dare say, I felt as much pleasure in being in 
the secret of hsdf the loves of the parish of Tarbol- 
ton, as ever did statesman in knowing the intrigues 
of half the courts of Europe.— The very .goose fea- 



.^um- house and cottage ; but the grai^^ 
ice, ambition, or ararice, baptize these things by 
oame of Follies. To the sous and daughters of 
mr and poverty, they are matters of the most se- 
ts nature ; to them the ardent hope, the stolen 
srview, the tender farewell, are the greatest and 
Nst delicious parts of their enjoyments. 
Another circumstance in my life which made 
me alteration in my mind and manners, was, that 
spent my nineteenth summer on a smuggling 
>ast, a good distance from home, at a noted school, 
) learn mensuration, surveying, dialling, &c., in 
hlch I made a pretty good progress. But I made 
greater progress in the knowledge of mankind, 
he contraband trade was at that time very success- 
il, and it sometimes happened to me to fall in 
ith those who carried it on. Scenes of swagger- 
ig riot and roaring dissipation were till this time' 
iw to me; but I was no enemy to social life.- 
ere, though I learnt to till my glass, and to mil 
*'*^- 5n a drunken squabble, yet I went oi 
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leu one charming Doon to take the snn's alti- 

H^de, there I met my angel, 

" Like Proserpine, gathering flowers. 
Herself a fairer flower ** 

It was in vain to think of doing any more good at 
school. The remaining week I stayed, I did nothing 
but craze the faculties of my soul about her, or steal 
out to meet her ; and the two last nights of my stay 
in this country, had sleep been a mortal sin, the 
image of this modest and innocent girl had kept me 
guiltless. 

I returned home very considerably improved. 
My reading was enlarged with the very important 
addition of Thomson's and Shenstone's Works ; I 
had seen human nature in a new phasis ; and I en- 
gaged several of my school-fellows to keep up a 
literary correspondence with me. This improve<l 
me in composition. I had met with a collection of 
letters by the wits of Queen Anne's reign, and I 
pored over them most devoutly ; 1 kept copies of 
any of my own letters that pleased me; and a com- 
parison between them and the composition of most 
of my correspondents, flattered my vanity. I car- 
ried this whim so far, that though I had not three 
farthings' worth of business in the woi'ld, yet al- 
most every post brought me as many letters as if I 
had been a broad plodding son of day-book and 
ledger. 

My life flowed on much in the same course till 
my twenty-third year, f^ive V amour, et vive la 
bagatelle, were my sole principles of action. The 
addition of two more authors to my library gave me 
great pleasure; Sterne and M^Kenzie — Tristram 
Shandy and The Man of Feeling^were my bosom 
favourites. Poesy was stWl a toVvci^'w^&- ^^^'"''^^ 
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rnindi but it waa only iodulged In according to the. f 
hnmodr of the hour. I had vsually half a d<aen n 
more pieces oa hand; I took ap one or other, a» il 
Hditcd the momentary tone of Che mind, and dis- 
miraed the work a9 it bordered on fetigae. Mypu- 
sions, when once lighted np, ntged like so man; 
devile, till they got vent in rhyme; and then the 
conning over my renex, tike a spell, KOotbed all into 
quiet! None of Che rbymea of those days are lo 
print, except ffbUer, a Dirge, the eldest of m; 
printed pieces ; the Death of Poor MaUlie, John Bar- 
lejieoni, and songs, first, second, and third.* Song 
second waa the ebnlUcion of that pasuon wluch 
ended the forementioned schord-buainess. 

My cwenty-thinl year was to me an impiHtant 
xra. Partly ihroughwhim, and parti; that I wished 
to set about doiii$( something in life, I joined a Bai- 
dresser in a neighbonring town (Irwin) to learn bli 
trade. This wasananlncky a^r. My ■■■^ and, 
to finish the whole, as we were giving a welcome 
carousal to the new year, ibe shop took fire, and 
bomt to ashes ; and I was left, like a trne poet, not 
worth a sixpence. 

I was obliged to give up this scheme : the dondi 
of misfortune were gathering thick nmnd my fa- 
ther's head ; and, what was worst of all, be wa« 
visibly far gone in a coosampUon ; and, to croiiB 
my distresses, a belle JUIe whom I adored, and wbo 
had pledged her soal to meet me in Che field of ma- 
trimony, jilted me, with peculiar drcnmataucet of 
mortilicatioii. The finishing evil that brooj^t up 
* *' U wju upon 1 LanuDU tjEghtj' && 
" JVoir wntlin windi, mi ilaughfting gum," 4c. 
"Brtiiod joa UU> olun \.ii(h Cunt" te. 
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Lrear of this infernal file, was my constitutional 
Aanchoiy being increased to such a degree^ that 
m three mouths I was in a state of mind scarcely 
^id be envied by the hopeless wretches who have 
got their mittimxui'^ Depart from m«, ye accursed! 
From this adventure I learaed something of a 
town life ; but the principal thing which gave my 
mind a turn, was a friendship I formed with a 
yoang fellow, a very noble character, but a hapless 
son of misfortune. He was the son of a simple 
mechanic ; but a great man in the neighbourhood 
taking him under his patronage, gave him a genteel 
education, with a view of bettering his situation in 
life. The patron dying just as -he was ready to 
launch out into the world, the poor feUow in de- 
spair went to sea; where^ after a variety of good 
and ill fortune, a little before I was acqu^nted with 
him, he had been set on shore by an American pri- 
vateer, on the wild coast of Connaught, stripped of 
every thing. I cannot quit this poor fellow's story 
without adding, that he is at ^this time master of a 
large West-Indiaman belonging^ the Thames. 

His mind was fraught with independence, mag- 
nmimity, and every manly virtue. I lov^d and ad- 
mired him to a degree of enthusiasm, and of course 
strove to imitate him. In some measure I succeed- 
ed ; I had pride before, but he taught it, to flow in 
proper channels. His knowledge of the world was 
vastly superior to mine, and I was all attention to 
learn. He was the only man I ever saw who was a 
greater fool than myself, where woman was the pre- 
siding star; but he spoke of illicit love with the 
levity of a sailor, which hitherto I had regarded 
with horror. Here his friendship did me a mischief; 



Fathom, which gave me some latra v*. «.^,.■ 
Rhyme, except some religious pieces that are 
print, I had given up ; but meeting with Fergusto 
Scottish PoemSy I strung anew my wildly-sound 
lyre with emulating vigour. When my father di 
his all went among the hell-hounds that pfowl 
the kennel of justice ; but we made a shift to c 
lect a little money in the family amount us, w 
which, to keep us together, my brother and I tc 

, a neighb<)uring farm. My brotlier wanted my hi 
brained imagination, as well as my social and an 
rous madness ; but, in good sense, and every so 
qualification, he was far my superior. 

I entered on this farm with a fiiU resoluU 
Come, go to, I will he wise I I read farming boo 
I calculated crops ; I attended markets ; and, 
shorty in spite of the devil, g/nd the world, atid 

' flesh, I believe I should have been a wise man ; 
the first year, from unfortunately buying bad M 
the second, from a late harvest, we lost half 
crops. This overset all my wisdom, and I retufl 
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jf, I bad a notion mysdf, that the piece had 
^e merit; but to prevent the worst, I gare a 
^py of it to a friend who was very fond of such 
things, and told him that I could not guess who was 
the author of it, but that I thought it pretty clever. 
With a certain description of the clergy, as well as 
l^ty, it met with a roar of applause, nolg fVitti^f 
Prayer next made its appearance, and alarmed the 
kirk-session so much, that they held several meet- 
ings to look oyer their jspiritual artillery, if haply 
any of it might be pointed against prophane rhy- 
mers. Unluckily for me, my wanderings led me on 
another side, within point-blank shot of their hea- 
viest metal. This is the unfortunate story that 
gave rise to my printed poem. The Lameni, This 
was a most melancholy affair, which I cannot yet 
bear to reflect on, and had very nearly given me one 
or two of the principal qualifications for a place 
among those who have lost the chart, and mistaken 
the reckoning of Rationality. I gave up my part of 
the farm to my brother ; in truth it was only nomi- 
nally mine ; and made what little preparation was 
in my power for Jamaica. But, before leaving my 
native country for ever, I resolved to publish my 
poems. I weighed my productions as impartially 
as was in my |>ower : I thought they had merit ; 
and it was a delicious idea that I shotlld be called a 
clever fellow, even though it should never reach 
my ears— a poor negro-driver ; — or perhaps a vic- 
tun to that inhospitable clime, and gone to th^ 
world of spirits ! I can truly say, that pauvre in- 
carmu as I then was, I had pretty nearly as hig^ an 
idea of myself and of my works as I have at this 
moment^ when the public has decided in (heir fa- 
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vonr. It ever was uy opinicm, that the tnisUka 
and blnnden, botli In a radoDiil and rellglatn poiii 
of view, of which wesee thousands dally guilt)', are 
owing to their ignorance of themadTes. — To kno* 
myself, had b«en s^l along my conatant stody. I 
neighed myaelf alone j 1 balanced mytelf with 
others ; I watched every mesas of infbnnation, to 
■ee how mach ground I occnpied as a man and as > 
poet; I studied aseidnoasly Nature's design In m; 
foimatlon — where the lights and shades in m; 
character were intended. I was pretty confideii 
my poems woaid meet with some applause; but, al 
the worst, the roar of the Atlantic would deafoi 
the trace of censure, and the novelty of West-Indian 
scenes make me forget neglect. I threw off six 
hundred copies, of which I had got subscriptions 
tor about three hundred and fifty. — My vanity w»t 
highly gratified by the reception I met with from 
the public ; and besides I pocketed, all expenses 
deducted, nearly twenty pounds. T^is sum came 
very seasonably, as I was thinking of iadenting my- 
self, fi)r want of money to procure mjr passage. M 
soon as I was master of nioe guineas, the price of 
wafting me to the torrid zone, I toolc a steerage 
passage in the first ship that was to sail from the 
Clyde; for 

" Hungry rulD had me in tiu iFEnd." 

t had been for some days sculkiog from covert 

to covert, under all the terrors of a jail ; as some 
ill-advised people had micoapled the merciless pack 
of the law at my heels. 1 had t^en the last fare- 
well of my few friends; ray chest was on the road 
to Greenock ; I had compiled the last song I shonM 
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ever measure in Caledonia. The ghomp night is 
gathering /asty* when a letter from Dr. Blacklock 
to a friend of mine overthrew all my schemes, hy 
opening new .prospects to my poetic ambition. 
The doctor belonged to a set of critics, for whose 
applause I had not dared to hope. His opinion 
that I wonld meet with encouragement in Edin- 
burgh for a second edition, fired me so much, that 
away I posted for that city, without a single ac- 
qusdntance, or a single letter of introduction. The 
baneful star that had so long shed its blasting in- 
fluence in my zenith, for once made a revolution to 
the nadir ; and a Icind Providence placed me under 
the patronage of one of the noblest of men, the 
earl of Glenc^m. Oublie moi. Grand Dieu, si ja- 
mais je Toublie ! 

I need relate no farther. At Edifaburgh I was 
in a new world ; I mingled among many classes of 
men, biit all of them new to me, and I was all at- 
tention to catch the characters and the manners 
living as they rise. Whether I have profited, time 
will show. 

My most respectful compliments to Miss W. 
Her very elegant and'friendly letter I cannot an- 
swer at present, as my presence is requisite in Edin- 
burgh, and I set out to-morrow. 



In the original letter to Dr. Moore, our poet de- 
scribed his ancestors as " renting lands of the noble 
Keiths of Marischal, and as having had the honour 

* See Songi, 



Qub-laWy where the right !s alfn^ wim tm 
strongest. But those who dare welcome ruin, aD( 
shake hands with infamy, for what they sincere!; 
believe to be the cause of their God or their king 
are, as Mark Antony says in Shakspeare of Bru 
tus and Cassius, honourable men, I mention thi 
circumstance, because it threw my father on thi 
world at large." 

XXVII. 

TO MR. WAI4KER, BLAIR OF ATHOL. 

Inveraess, 5th Sept. 178i 
My dear Sir, 
I HAVE just time to write the foregoing,* and \ 
tell you that it was (at least most part of it) tl 
efinsion of a half-hour I spent at Bmar. I do nt 
mean it was extempore, for I have endeavoured > 
brush it up as well as Mr. N * * *'• chat, and tl 
jogging of the chaise would allow. It eases 1 
• ~* * ^.wwi A^fti. as rhvme is the ooia with wfai 
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The " little angel band ! " I declare I prayed fqr 
hem very sincerely to-day at the Fall of Fyars. I 
(hall never forget the fine family-piece I saw. at 
31air ; the amiable, the -truly noble duchess, with 
ler smiling little seraph in her lap, at the head of 
:he table : the lovely " olive plants," as the He- 
3rew bard .finely sajrs, round the happy mother ; 
ihe beauti&l Mi-s. G * ♦ ♦ ; the lovely, sweet Miss 
C* **, &c. I wish I had the powers of Guido to 
rlo them justice ! My lord duke's kind hospitality 
— markedly kind indeed ! Mr. G * * • of F ♦ ♦ *'s 
charms of conversation. * Sir W.M ♦ • **s friends 
ship. In short, the recollection of all that polite 
agreeable company raises an honest glow in my 
bosom. 



XXVIII. 

TO MR. GILBERT BURNS. 

Edinbutgh, 17th Sept. 1787. 
My dear Brother, 
1 ARRIVED here 4Bafe yesterday evening, after a tour 
of twenty-two days, and travelling near six hundred 
miles, windings included. My farthest stretch was 
about ten miles beyond Inverness. I went through 
the heart of the Highlands, by Crieff, Taymouth, 
the famous seat of lord Breadadbane, down the l^y, 
among cascades and Druidical circles of stones, to 
Dunkeld, a seat of the duke of Athol; thence 
cross Tay, and up one of his tributary streams to 
Blair of Athol, another of the duke's seats, where 
I had the* honour of spending nearly two days with 

VOL. I. E 
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his grace and Cimily; thence many miles throojiti 
a will! couDlry, amoog clifla gray with eleniil 
snows, and Rlooiny urage glens, till I crossed Spej, 
and went down the stream throiigb Strathspey, w 
fUDOQs in ScotlUh music, Badenoch,. &c., till 1 
reached Grant cistle, where I spent-half a dayiviih 
nr James Grant and family ; and then crossed the 
coantry for Fort George, but called by the way U 
Candor, the ancient seal of Macbeth ; there I saw 
the identical bed in which, imdi^oD laya, Itiux 
Duncan was tanrdereil : la^tiy, from Fort George 

I returned by the coast, Cliroaftli Nairn, Korret, 
andsooi],lo Abefdeen ; thence M Stonehive, where 
Jamei Buiness, from Montrose, mel roe by appoiiit- 
meiit. 1 spent two days among onr relations, and 
fbnnd onr aunts, Jean and Isabel, still alive, and 
hale old women. John Caird, thongh born the 
same year with our father, walks as vigorously as I 
can ; they have had several letters from his non fn 
New York. William Brand is likewise a atont old 
fellow ! but further particulars 1 delay till t see yoo, 
which will be in two or three weeks. The rest of 
my stages are not worth rehearsing : warm as I whs 
from Ossian'a country, where I had seen his ven 
grave, what cared 1 for fishing 'towns or fertile 
caises? 1 slept at the femous Brf>die of Brodie's 
one night, and dined at Gordon castle nen it 
with the duke, duchess, and family. I am tU 
iug to cause my old mare to meet me, by met 
John Ronald, at Glasgow : but you i>hull heii 
ther from me before I leave Edinburffh. My 
and many compliments from the north, to \k 
dier, and my brotherly compliments ta the ' 



il 
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Ave been trying for a birth for William, but am 
not lilcely to be snccessful. Farewell ! 

XXIX. 

TO THE EARL OF GLENCAIRN. 

My Lord, 
I know yonr lordship will disapprove of my ideas 
in a request I am going to make to you, but 1 have 
weighed, long and seriously weighed, my situation, 
my hopes, and turn of mini!, and am fully fixed to 
my scheme, if I can possibly effectuate it. 1 wi.sh 
to get into the excise ; I am told that your lord- 
ship^s interest will easily procure me the grant from 
the commissioners ; and your lordship's patronage 
and goodness, which have already rescued me from 
obscurity, wretchedness, and exile, embolden me 
to ask that interest. You have likewise put it iu 
my power to save the little tie of home that shel- 
tered an aged mother, two brothers, and three sis- 
ters, from destruction. There, my lord, you have 
bound me over to the highest gratitude. 

My brother's farm is but a wretched lease; but I 
think he will probably weather out the remainiug 
seven years of it ; aud, after the assistauce which 1 
have given, and will give him, to keep the family 
together, I think, by my guess, I, shall have rather 
better than -two hundred pounds, and instead of 
seeking what is almost impossible at present to fiud, 
a form that 1 can certainly live by, with $o small a 
stock, I shall lodge this sum in a banking-house, a 
sacred deposit, excepting only the calls of uncom- 
mon distress or necessitous old age ; « • • * • 
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igth of my hopes ; nor have I yet 

body else. Indeed my heart sinks within me at 

idea of applying to any other x)f the great who 

e honoured me with their countenance. I am ill 

ilified to dog the heels of greatness with the 

pertinence of solicitation, and tremble nearly as 

ach at the thought of the cold promise, as the cold 

inial: but to your lordship I have not only 

le honour, the comfort, but the pleasure of 

eing 

Your lordship's much obliged. 

And deeply indebted humble servant. 



XXX. . 

DALRYMPLE, ESQ. OF ORANGEFIELDi 

Edinbuigb, 1787. < 



i^MB Sir, 

*v« devil is so elated with his succ^ 
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memory, when they sat down with him seven days 
and seven nights, and spake not a word. 



I am naturally of a superstitious cast^ and as soon 
as my wonder-scared imagination regained its con- 
sciousness, and resumed its functions, I cast about 
what this mania of yours might portend. My fore- 
boding ideas had the wide stretch of possibility ; 
and several events, great in their magnitude, and 
important in their consequences, occurred to my 
fancy. The downfall of the conclave, or the crush- 
ing of the cork rumps ; a ducal coronet to lord 
George G ♦ » ♦, and the Protestant interest^ or 
St. Peter's keys, to ♦ * ♦ *, 

Yon want to know how I come on. I am just 
in statu quo^ or, not to insult a gentleman with my 
Latin, in " auld use and wont.'' The noble earl of 
Glencaim took me by the hand to-day, and inter- 
ested himself in my concerns, vnth a goodness 
like that benevolent Being whose image he so richly 
bears. He is a stronger proof of the immortality of 
the soul than any that philosophy ever produced. 
A mind like his can never die. Let the worshipful 
'squire H. L. or the reverend Mass J. M. go into 
thdr primitive nothing. At best they are but ill- 
digested lumps of chaos, only one of them strongly 
tinged with bituminous particles and sulphureous 
effluvia. But my noble patron, eternal as the heroic 
swell of magnanimity, and the generous throb Of 
benevolence, shall look on with princely eye at 
** the war of elements, the wreck of matter, and 
the crush of worlds." 
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XXXI. 

TO SIR JOHN WHITEFOORD. 

December, 1787- 
Sir, 
Mr. M'Kenzie, in Mauchline, my very wami and 
worthy friend, has informed me how much yon are 
pleased to interest yourself in my fate as a man, 
and (what to me is incomparably deafer) my fame 
as a poet. I have, sir, in one or two instances, 
been patronized by those of your character in life, 
when I was introduced to their notice by » » ♦ » 
friends to them, and honoured acquaintance to me; 
but you are the first gentleman in the country whose 
benevolence and goodness of heart Y\gLS interested 
him for me, unsolicited and unknown. I am not 
master enough of the etiquette of these matters to 
know, nor did I stay to inquire, whether formal 
duty bade, or cold propriety disallowed, my thank- 
ing you in this manner, as I am convinced, from 
the light in which you kindly view me, that you 
will do me the justice to believe this letter is not 
the manoeuvre of the needy, sharping author, fasten- 
ing on those in upper life who honour him with a 
little notice of him or his works. Indeed, the si- 
tuation of poets is generally such, to a proverb, as 
may,*'in some measure, palliate that prostitution of 
heart and talents they have at times been guilty of. 
I do not think prodigality is, by any means, a ne- v 
cessary concomitant of a poetic turn ; but I believe 
a careless, indolent inattention to economy, is al 
most inseparable from' it : then there must be^ 
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ihe heart uf every bard of NalDre':* makinir, a cer- 
(ain lunleSt sensibility, Diixeil with a kind of pride, 
ihat will eter keep Wm out of tlie way of ttiose 
windtalld of Tortune, which frequeutly li|;ht on 
hardy impndeuce and foot-licking serrflity. It is 
not ea^y to Imagine a more helpless ilale than his, 
whose poetic fancy nnfilg him for the norid, and 
whose character as a ^liotar gWes him some pre- 
tensions (o ihe polilesie of life — yet ia as poor as 

Fur my part, I thank Kearen my star has been 
kiiidei ; learuing never elevated my ideas above the 
peasant's shed, and 1 luve an Independent fortune 
a( the plough-tail. 

I was surprised to hear that any one who pre- 
tended in the lenst to the mamtera 0/ the gentlfttua, 
shoo hi be so foolish, orwor«, as to sloop to traduce 
the morals of such aoue as I am ; and so iuhumaaly 
crnel, too, as 10 meddle mth that late most nnfor- 
tuuate, unhappy partijf ray itory. With a tear ol' 
gratitude I Ibank pu, sir, for the warmth with 
which you interposed in beh^f of my conduct. I 
aui, 1 acknowledge, coo frequently tbe spon of 
whim, caprice, and passion — but reverence lo 
God, and integrity to my feltow-creatnies, I hope 
1 shall ever preserve. I have no return, Kir, li> 
raake yon for your goodness, but one — a retnm 
whicii, I am persuaded, will not be unacceptable — 
ihu honest wann wishes of a gratefal heart for jonr 
happiness, and every one of that lovely dock who 
stand U) yon in a Glial relation. If ever Calumny 
aim Ihe poisoned shaft at Ibem may Friendship be 
by 10 ward the blow! 
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XXXII. 
TO MRS. DUNLOP. 

Edinburgh, iltt Jan. 1788. 

After six weeks' confinement, I am begimiing to 
walk across the room. They have been six horri- 
ble weeks, anguish and low spirits made me unfit 
to read, write, or think. 

I have a hundred times wished that one could 
resign life as an officer resigns a commission : for I 
would not take in any poor ignorant. wretch, by 
selling out. Lately I was a sixpenny private, and, 
God knows, a miserable soldier enough; now I 
march to the campaign, a starving cadet ; a little 
more conspicuously wretched. 

I am ashamed of all this ; for though I do want 
bravery for the warfore of life, I could wish, like 
some other soldiers, to have as much fortitude 
or cunning as to dissemble or conceal my cow- 
ardice. 

As soon as I can bear the journey, which will be, 
I suppose, about the middle of next week, I leave 
Edinburgh, and soon after I shall pay my grateful 
duty at Dunlop-house. 
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XXXIII. 
EXTRACT OF A LETTER TO THE SAME. 

EdinlniTgh, ISth Feb. 1788. 

Some things in your late letters hart me : not that 
yau sap them, bnt that pau mistake me. Religion, 
my honoured Madam, has not only been all my life 
my chief dependence, but my dearest enjoyment. 
I hare indeed been the luckless victim of wayward 
follies : but, alas ! I hare ever been *' more fool 
than knay^." A mathematician without religion 
is a probidi>le character; an irreligious poet is a 
monster. 

XXXIV. 

TO MRS. DUNLOP. 

Mougiel^ 7th March, 1788. 
Madam, 
The last paragraph in yours of the 30th February, 
affected me most, so I shall bei^n my answer where 
you ended yoar letter. That L am often a sinner 
with any little wit I have, I do confess ; but I have 
taxed my recollection to no purpose to find out 
when it was employed ag^nst you. I hate an 
ungenerous sarcasm a great deal worse than I do 
the devU ; at least, as Milton describes him ; and 
though I may be rascally enough to be sometimes 

E 2 



ruur wu, uccause yuu may ucp«.»u 

icutm ; or if- you choosy to be silent, you knowyw 
;au rely on the gratitude of mauy and the esteen 
(;f all ; but, God help us who are wits or witling! 
by profession, if we stand not for fame there, w( 
sink unsupported I 

I am highly flattered by the news you tell me oi 
Coila.* Imay say to the fair painter who does mi 
»o much honour, as Dr. Beattie says to Ross th( 
poet of his muse Scota, from which, by the bye, i 
took the idea of Coila : ('Tis a poem of Beattie'i 
in the Scots dialect, whfch perhaps yon haTi 
never seen.) 

" Ye shak your head, but o' my fi^, 
Ye've set old Scota on her legs : 
Lang had she line wi' buffe and flegs, 

Bombas*d and dissie« 
Her fiddle wanted strings and p^i, 

Waes me, poor hiasie I'* 

XXXV. 
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and Ayrshire, it being Sunday, I turned my 
Its to psalms, and hymns, and spiritual songs ; 
)ar favourite air Captain Okean coming at 
in my head, I tried these words to it. You 
e that the first part of the tune niust be re- 
.♦ • • 

I tolerably pleased with these verses; but, as 
only a sketch of the tune, I leave it with you 
if they suit the measure of the music. 

a so harassed with care and anidety about 
mning project of mine, that my muse has 
crated into the veriest prose-wench that ever 
cinders or followed a tinker. When I am 
^t into the routine of business, I shall troti- 

II with a longer epistle ; perhaps with some 
3 respecting farming f at present, the world 
cli a load on my mind, that it has eflfhced al- 
!very trace of the • • • • in me. 

very best compliments and good wishes tt) 
leghorn. 

XXXVI. 

TO MRS. DUNLOP. 

Maucfaline, esth April, 1788. 
[>AM, 

powers of reprehension must be great indeed, 
isure you they made my heart ache with peni- 
l pangs, even though I was really not guilty, 
commence farmer at Whitaunday, you will 

!te the Bsrd gires the first stanss of the Chevalier's 
U. 



easily gneM ] must be pretty Imiy ! but Ibat la n 
all. Aa I ^t the offer of the exdae-bumness iritl 
out soUcitaSofl ; andaaUcoHsmeoiilysixnioBtb 
attendance foriiutnictioiiB to entitle me to a con 
mUmoQ, which connDUsion Uei by me, luid al u 
future period, on my simple petition, can, be resi 
ined; rihonghifiTe-and-lhirtjipoiindsa-yearwwi 
had dernier resort for a poor poet, if fortnne, inb 
jade [ricks, ehould kick him down from the lit! 
eminence to whicli she ba» lately helped him up. 

For this reason , I am at present attending the 
instroctionB, to have them completed before Whi 
Sunday. Still, madam, I prepared, with the «1: 
eerest pleasure, to meet yon at the MonnC, ai 
came to my brotlier's on Saturday ttt^t, t« set « 
on Snndayi but for some Dights preceding, l.bi 
slept in an apartment where the force of the win 
and rains was only miUgated bylKing sifted thronj 
nnmtierless apertnres in the windows, walls, &c. 
cODtequenee, I, was on Sunday, Monday, and pf 
of TWsday, unable to stir ont of bed, with all t! 
miserable effects of a violent coid. 

YoD I X, mtutain, the truth of the French maxi 
Le vral »'«(( pai to^fonri le' vrai-utabla&le. Yo 
last was so full of expostulaUon, and was sonethii 
so like the language of an offended friend, that 
began to tremble for a correspondence which t b 
with grateful pleasure let down as one of the gre« 
est eqjoyneatx of my future life. 



Your books hare delighted me : VirnU, Dryde 
and Tasso, were all equally strangers to me ; but 
cbiM ntme at iai^ in my nest. 
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XXXVII. 
TO PROFESSOR DUGALD STEWART. 

MaudUine, 3d May, 1788. 

Sir, 
I ENCLOSE yon one or two more of my bagatelles. 
If the fervent wishes of honest gratitude have any 
inflpence with that gr^at unknown Beings who 
frames the chain of causes and events, prosperity 
and happiness will attend your visit to the Continent, 
and return you safe to your native shore. 

Wherever I am, allow me, sir, to claim it as my 
privilege to acquiunt you with my progress in my 
trade of rhymes ; as I am sure I could say it with, 
truth, that, next to my little fame^ and the having 
it in my power to make life more comfortable to 
those whom nature has made dear to me, I shall 
ever regard your countenance, your friendly good 
offices, as the most valued consequence of my late, 
success in life. 

XXXVIIL 

EXTRACT OF A LETTER 
TO MRS. DUNLOP. 

' Mauchlioe, 4th May, 1788. 

Madam, 
Dryden's Virgil has delighted me. [.do not know 
whether the critics will agree with me, but the 
Georgics are to me by far the best of Virgil. It is. 
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indeed, a species of writing entirely new to me, and 
has filled my head with a thousand fancies of emu- 
lation : but, alas ! when I read the Georgics, and 
then surrey my own powers, 'tis like the idea of a 
Shetland pony, drawn up by the side of a thorough- 
bred hunter, to start for the plate. I own I am dis- 
appointed in the iEneid. Faultless correctness may 
please, and does highly please, the lettered critic ; 
but to that awful character I have not the most di- 
stant pretensions. I do not know whether I do not 
hazard my pretensions to be a critic of any kind, 
when I say, that I think Virgil, in many instances, 
a servile copier of Homer. If I had the Odyssey by 
me> I could parallel many passages where Virgil 
has evidently copied, but by no means improved' 
Homen Nor can I think there is any thing of this 
owing to the translators ; for; from everything I have 
seen of Dryden, I think him, in genius and fluency 
of language, Pope's master. I have not perused 
Tasso enough to form an opinion : in some future 
letter you shall have my ideas of him ; though I am 
conscious my criticisms must be very inaccurate and 
imperfect, as there I have ever felt and lamented 
my want of learning most. 

XXXIX. 

TO THE SAME. 

27th May, 1788. 
Madam, 
I HAVE been torturing my philosophy to no purpose 
to account for that kind partiality of yours, which, 
unlike ♦»*♦♦♦•»♦• 
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has followed me in my return to the shade of life, 
with assiduous benevolence. Often did I regret, in 
the fleeting hours of my late Will-o'-Wisp appear- 
ance, that ** here I had no continuing city ; " and, 
but for the consolation of a few solid guineas, could 
almost lament the time that a momentary acquaint- 
ance with wealth and splendour put me so much 
out of conceit with the sworn companions of my 
road through life, insignificance and poverty. 



There are few circumstances relating to the un- 
equal distribution of the good things of this life, 
that give me more vexation (I mean in what I see 
around me), than the importance the opuloit be- 
stow on their trifling family affairs, compared with 
the very same things on the contracted scale of a 
cottage. Last afternoon I had the honour to spend 
an hour or two at a good woman's fireside, where 
the planks that composed the floor, were decorated 
with a splendid carpet, and the gay table sparkled 
with silver and china. *Tis now about term-day, 
and there has been a revolution among those crea- 
tures, who, though in appearance partakers, and 
equally noble partakers, of the same nature with 
madame, are from time to time, their nerves, their 
sinews, thdr health, strength, wisdom, experience, 
genius, time, nay a good part of their very thoughts, 
sold for months and years, ♦ ♦ ♦ • • 
• • * not only to the necessities, the conveni- 
ences, but the caprices of the important few.* We 
talked of the insignificant creatures ; nay, notwith- 

*t Servants, in Scotland, are hired firom term to term ; 
i. e. from Whitsunday to Martinmas, &c 
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Standing their general Qtnpidity and. rascality, did 
some of t^e poor devils the honour to commend 
them. But, light he the tarf upon his breast who 
taught — */ Reverence thyself." We looked down 
on the unpolished wretches, their impertinent wives 
and douterly brats, as the lordly ball does on the 
little dirty ant-hill, whose puny inhabitants he 
crushes in the csurelessness of his ramble, or tosses 
in the idr in the wantonness of his pride. 



XL. 

TO THE SAME. 

EUisland, 13th June, 1788. 

*' Where'er I roftm« whatever realms I see« 
My heart, untravellM, fondly turns to thee; 
Still to my friend it turns with ceaseless pain« 
And drags at each remove a lengthen'd chain.** 

OOLDSXITU. 

This is the second day, my honoured friend, that I 
have been on my farm. A solitary inmate of an old 
smoky Spence; far from every object I love, or by 
whom I am beloved; nor any acquaintance oldca* 
than yesterday, except Jenny Geddes, the old mare 
I ride on : while Uncouth cares and novel plans 
hourly insult my awkward ignorance and bashftd in- 
experience, lliere is a foggy atmosphere native to 
my soul in the hour of care, consequently the dreary 
objects seem larger than the life. Extreme sensi- 
bUity, irritated and prejnd^ed on the gloomy side 
by a series of misfortunes au^ ^«A^\Ki\xiXT&!»)S^^ «.t 
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Idd of ipy existence when the soul is laying 
ma of ideas for the voyage of life, is, I he- 
ke principal cause of this unhappy frame of 

i 

P*he valiant, in hinualf, what can he suflfer ? 
;pr what need he r^ard his riftgU woes ? ** dec 

AT surmise, madam, is just ; I am indeed a 
imd. 



found a once much-loved and still much-loved 

ale, literally and truly cast out to the mercy of 

naked elements ; but as I enabled her to pur- 

ise a shelter ; and there is no sporting with a 

iow-ereature*s happiness or misery. 

The most placid good-nature and sweetness of 

sposition ; a warm heart, gratefully devoted with 

i its powers to love me ; vigorous health and 

rightly cheerfulness, set off to the bei$t advantage 

a more than commoqly handsome figure ; these, 

;hink, in a woman, may make a good wife, though 

e should never have read a page but the Scriptures 

the Old and New Testament y nor have danced in 

brighter assembly than a penny-pay wedding. 



XLI. 

EXTRACT FROM HIS COMMON-PLACE BOOK. 

EUisladd, Sunday, 14th June, 1788. 
IIS is now the third day that I have been in this 
mtry. ' Lord, what is man I' WVn^l «k\mlUn^ 



' Tell us, ye dead ; 
Will none of you in pity disclose the secret. 
What 'tis you are, and we must shortly be ? 

A litUe time 

Will make us wise as you are, and as dose.* 

I am such a coward in life, so tired of the sei 
that I would almost at any time, with Mil 
Adam, ' gladly lay me in my mother's lap, ai 
at peace/ 

But a wife and children bind me to struggle 
the stream, till some sudden squall shall overs( 
silly vessel ; or iu the listless return of year 
own craziness reduce it to a wreck. Farewell 
to those giddy follies, those varnished vices, y\ 
though half-sanctified by the bewitching lev 
wit and humour, are at best but thriftless 
with the precious current of existence; nay, 
poisoning the whole, that, like the plains of Je 
t/ie water is naught and the ground barren^ m 
thing short of a supernaturally-gifted Eliat 
^— «» Qft«ir h«»al the evils. 
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jShe joined their warmest suffrages, their most 
pbwerfiil solicitations, with a rooted attachment, to 
urge the step I have taken. Nor have I any reason 
on her part to repent it. — I can fancy how, but have 
never seen where, I could have made a better choice. 
Come, then, let me act up to my favourite motto, 
that glorious passage in Young — 

* On reason build resolve. 
That column of true migesty in man ! ' 



XLII. 
TO MR. P. HILL. 

My dear Hill. 
I ^ALL say nothing at all to your mad present 
— yoa have long and often been of important ser- 
vice to me, and I suppose you mean to go on con- 
ferring obligations until I shall not be able to lift 
up my face before you. In the mean time, as sir 
Roger de Coverley, because it happened to be a cold 
day in which he made his will, ordered his ser- 
vants great coats for mourning, so, because I have 
been this week plagued with an indigestion, I have 
sent you by the carrier a fine old ewe-milk cheese. 

Indigestion is the devil : nay, 'tis the devil and 
all. It besets a man in evervone of his senses. I 
lose my appetite at the ^ight of successful knaver)-, 
and sicken to loathing at the noise and nonsense 
of . self-important folly. When the hollow-hearted 
wretch takes me by the hand, the feeling spoils my 
dinner*, the proud man's wiuc so offends my palate 
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my cheese. I know that you are no niggi 
yoar good things among your friends, and sc 
them are in much need of a slice. There 
eye is our friend, Smellie ; a man positively < 
iirHt abilities and greatest strength of mind, a 
as one of the best hearts and keenest wits 
ever met with ; when you see him', as, alas ! he 
smarting at the pinch of distressful circumst 
aggravated by the sneer of contumelious 
ness — a bit of my cheese alone will not cure 
but if you add a tankard of brown stout, and ; 
add a magnum of right Oporto, yon will s 
sorrows vanish like the morning mist befo 
summer sun. 

C « • « ^, the earliest friend, except m; 
brother, that I have on earth, and one ' 
worthiest fellows that ever any man called 
name of friend, if a luncheon of my cheese 
help to rid him of some of his superabunds 
desty, you would do well to give it him. * 

Dfttid.* with his Courant, comes too, 9XM 
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hingy bat when thrown at a man in a 

oes not at all improve his figure, not to 

e irreparable loss of the egg. 

ions friend, D * * *r, I would wish also 

taker ;v not to digest his spleen, for that' 

»ff ; but to digest his last night's wine at 

Ld-day of the Crochallan corps.* 

our common friends, I must not forget 

: dearest of them, Cunningham. The 

nsolence, and selfishness of a world uu- 

iiaving such a fellow as he is in it, I know 

is stomach ; and if you can help him to 

hat will mike him a little easier on that 

11 be very obliging. 

lest J * • » S * • * *e,he is such aeon- 

py man, that I know not what can annoy 

»t perhaps he may not have got the bet- 

•cel of modest anecdotes which a certun 

[lim one night at supper, the last time 

et Was in town. 

I have mentioned so many men of law, 

i nothing to do with them professedly. — 

' are beyond my prescription. As to their 

It is another thing; God knows, they 

to digest ! 

§[y I pass by ; their profundity of erudi- 

lieir liberality of sentiment ; their total 

ide, and their detestation of hypocrisy, 

erbially notorious as to place them far, 

ither my praise or censure. 

,ng to mention a man of worth, whom I 

mour to call friend, the laird of Craig- 

• A club of choice ipirits. 



ticaL conduct. 

I have just tbis momeiit an opportunity of a 
ratQ hand to Edinburgh, as perhaps you wooU 
digest double postage. 

XLIII. 

TO MRS. DUNLOP. 

Mauchlinc» Sd August, 1' 

Honoured madam, 
Your kind letter welcomed me, yesternigh 
Ayrshire. 1 am indeed seriously angry witli 
at the quantum of your luck-permy ; but, vexe 
hurt as I was, 1 could not help laughing very 
tily at the noble lord's apolofry for the missec 
kin. 

1 would write you from Nithsdale, and gh 
my direction there, hut I have scarce an op 
nity of calling at a post office once in a fortnl 



i-" 

BiniNS'S LETTERS. 95 

rows, and a stranger intenneddleth not there- 
with." The repository of these ** sorrows of the 
I beart,** is a kind of sanctum mnctorum : and 'tis 
t only a chosen friend, and that too at particular 
/ sacred times^ who dares enter into them. 

" Heaven oft tears the boaom chovds 
That nature finest strung.** 

You will excuse this quotation for the sake of the 
author. Instead of entering on this subject farther, 
I shall transcribe you a few Hues I wrote in a her- 
mitage belonging to a gentleman in my Nithsdale 
neighbourhood. They are almost the only favours 
the muses have conferred on me in that country. ^ 

** Thou whom chance may hither lead.** 

See Poems. 

Since I am in the way of transcribing, the fol- 
lowing were the production of yesterday as I jogged 
through the wild hills of New Cumnock. 1 intend 
inserting them, or something like them, in an epistle 
I am going to write to the g^tleman on whose 
friendship my excise-hopes depend, Mr. Graham of 
Fintry, one of the worthiest and most accomplished 
gentlemen, not only of this country, but^I will dare 
to say it, of this age. The following are just the 
first crude thoughts '* unhousel'd, unauointed, un- 
anneal'd." 



Pity the tuneful muses' helpless train : 
Weak, timid landsmen ou Iife*s stormy main : 
The world were blest, did bliss on them depend i 
Ah ! that «* the friendly e'er should want a friend !' 
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The little fate bestows they share as soon ; 

Unlike sage, proverb'd, wisdom's hard-wrung boon. bsa 

Let prudence number o'er each sturdy son ^ « 

Who life and wisdom at one race begun ; 

Who feel by reason, and who give by rule ; 

(Instinct's a brute, and sentiment a fool !) 

Who make poor toiU do wait upon I sfumld; 

We own they're prudent, but who owns they're good? 

Ye wise ones, hence ! ye hurt the social eye ! 
God's image rudely etch'd on base alloy ! 
But come 

Here the muse left me. I am astonished at what 
you tell me of Anthony's writing me. 1 never re- 
ceived it. Poor fellow ! you vex me much by 
telling me that he is unfortunate. I shall be in 
Ayrshire ten days from this date. I have just room 
for an old Roman farewell ! 



XLIV. 

TO THE SAME. 

Mauchline, loth August, 1788. 

My much honoured friend, 
Yours of the 24th June is before me. I found it, 
as well as another valued friend — my wife, wait- 
ing to welcome me to Ayrshire : I met both with 
the sincerest pleasure. 

When I write you, madam, I do not sit down to 

answer every paragraph of yours, by echoing every 

sentiment, like the faithful Commons of Great Bri- 

tain in Parliament assembled, answering a speech 

from the best of kings \ \ ex3^T«%« myself in the 
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^ss of my heart, and may perhaps be guilty of 

i^lecting some of yonr kind inqniries; bat not, 

ifcom your very odd reason, that I do not read your 

letters. All your epistles for several months hare 

cost me ^lothing, except a swelling throb of grati- 

tndCj or a'dfeep-felt sentiment of veneration. 

Mrs. Bums, madam, is the identical woman 

******* 

When she first found herself as women wish to be 
who love their lords," as I loved her nearly to dis- 
traction, we took steps for a private marriage. Her 
parents got the hint ; and not only forbade me her 
company and the house, but, on my rumoured 
West-Indian voyage, got a warrant to pi;t me in 
jail till I should find security in my about-to-be 
paternal relation. You know my lucky reverse of 
fortune. On my ^eclatant return to Mauchline, I 
was made very welcome to visit my girl. The usual 
consequences began' to betray her ; and as I was at 
that time laid up a cripple in Edinburgh, she viras 
turned, -literally turned out of doors : and I wrote 
to a friend to shelter, her till my return, when our 
marriage was declared. Her happiness or misery 
were in niy hands ; and who could trifle with such 
a deposit ? 

**••••* 

I can easily fancy a more agreeable companion 
for my journey of life, but, upon my honour, I have 
never seen the individual instance. 

• •*•*•* 

Circumstanced as I am, I could never have got a 
female partner for life, who could have entered into 

VOL. I. ¥ 
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madame) are sometimes to be fottmi i 
of the upper ranks, but almost imiy< 
the misses of the would-be gentry. 



I like your way in your church-yan 
Thoughts that are the spontaneous 
dental isituationSy either respecting h< 
company, hare often a strength, a 
originality, that would in vain be loo 
ded circumstances and studied pai 
^e, I have often thought of keepii 
progrestiony by me, to send yon whei 
written out. Now I talk of sheets, I 
my reason for writing to you on pap 
is my pruriency of writing to you at 
of post is on such a dis-social, 
scale, that I cannot abide it ; and d 
least in my miscellaneous reverie 
monstrous tax in a close correspon 
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'* ^by droofu my heart with faiici«d woet Ibrjorii ? 
Why sinks my soul beneath each wintry sky ?" 

* * * * It *' ^ 

My increasing cares in this, as yet, strange oonn- 
try — gloomy conjectures in the dark vista of fhta- 
rity— consciousness of my own inability for the 
struggle of the world — my broadened mark to mis- 
fortune in a wife and children ; — I could indulge 
these reflections, till my humour should ferment 
into the most acid chagrin, that would corrode the 
very thread of life. 

To counterwork these baneful feelings, I have sat 
down to write to you ; as I declare upon my soul, I 
always find t/iat the most sovereign balm for my 
wounded spirit. 

I was yesterday at Mr. *•• 's to dinner, for the 
first time. My reception was quite to my mind : 
from the lady of the house, quite flattering. She 
somethnes hits on a couplet or two, impromptu. She 
repeated one or two to the admiration of all present. 
My suffrage, as a professional man, was expected : I 
for once went agonizing over the belly of my con- < 
science. Pardon me, ye, my adored household 
gods — independence of Spirit, and Integrity of 
Soul ! In the course of conversation, Johrutm's 
Musical 3Iu8eum, a collection of Scottish songs 
with the music, was talked of. We got a song on 
the harpsichord, beginning, 

*< Raving Winds around her Uowing." 

See Songs. 

The sdr was much ^mired : the lady of the house 



100 BURKS'^ LBTTERS. 

ask^ me whose were the words ; " Mine/ liiadam 
— tliey are indeed nly very best verses :** she took 
not the smallest notice of them ! The old Scottish 
proverb says well, " king's cafF is better than ither 
folk's com." .1 was going to make a New Testament 
quotation about *' casting pearls ;" but that would 
be too virulent, for the lady is actually a woman of 
seuse and taste. 

♦ * ♦ » » • ♦ 

After all that has been s^d on the other side of 
the question, man is by no means a happy creature. 
1 do not speak of the selected few, favoured by 
partial heaven ; whose souls are tuned to gladness, 
amid riches and honours, and prudence and wis- 
dom. I speak of the neglected many, whose nerves, 
whose sinews, whose days, are sold to the minions 
of fortune. 

If I thought you had never seen it, 1 would tran- 
scribe for yoi; a stanza of an old Scottish ballad, 
called The Life and Age of Man; beginning thus : 

" ^Turas in the sixteenth hunder year 

Of God and fifty -three, - 
Frae Christ was bom, that bought us dear. 

As writhigs testifie." 

I had an old grand-uncle, with whom my mother 
lived a while in her girlish years ; the good old 
man, for such he was, was long blind ere he died, 
during which time, his highest enjoyment was to 
sit down and ciy, while my mother would sing the 
simple old song of The Life and Age of Man,. 

It is this way of thinking, it is these melancholy 
truths, that make TeUg^ou so yrecious to the poer 
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hildren of men •* if it is a mere phan- 
Qg only in the heated imagination of 

f 

t truth on earth so predous as the lie ?** 

reasonings sometimes make me a little 
»ut the necessities of ihy heart always 
>id philosophisings the lie. Who looks 
rt weaned from earth ; the soul affianced 
; the correspondence fixed with heaven ; 
mpplicatiou and devpat thauksginng, 
the vicissitudes of even and mom ; whq 
leet with these in the court, the palace, 
! of public life ? No : to find them in 
)as importance and divine efficacy, we 
1 among the obscure recesses of disap* 
affliction, poverty, and distress, 
s, dear madam, you ar6 now more than 
h the length of my letters. I return to 
iddle of next week : and it quickens Qiy 
ik that there will be a letter from you 
! there. " I must be here again very soon 
est. 

XLVI. 
R. GRAHAM, ESQ. OF FINTRY. 



ad the honour of being introduced to 
lol-house, I did not think so soon of 
^our of you. When Lear, in Shakspeare, 
ent why he wished to be in his service. 
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he answers, " Because yon have that in your £Eice 
which I conld like to ciall- master." For- some 
such reason, sir, do I now solicit your patronage. 
You Icnow, I dare say, of an application I lately 
made to your Board to be admitted an officer of 
excise. I have, according to form, been examined 
by a supervisor,^and to-day I gave in his certificate, 
with a reqnest for an order for instructions. In thl4 
affair, if I succeed, I am afraid I shall but too much 
need a patronising friend. Propriety of conduct as 
a man, and fidelity and attention as an oflScer, i 
dare engage for ; but with any thing Hice business^ 
except manual labour, I am totally unacquainted. 

I had intended to have closed my late a{^>earaiice 
on the stage of life in the character of a country- 
farmer ; but, after discharging some filial and fn*- 
ternal daims, I find I could only fig^t for ead^tence 
in that miserable manner,^ which I have lived to sec 
throw a venerable parent into the jaws of a jaii ; 
whence death,' the poor man's last and often best 
friend, rescued him. 

I know, sir, that to need your goodness is to have 
a claim on it : may I therefore beg your patronage 
to forward me in this affair, till I be appointed to 
a division, where, by the help of rigid economy, 1 
will try to support that independence so dear to m* 
soul, but which has been too often so distant fr 
my situation. 

<* When Nature her great master-piece deagj 

Sef 
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XLVII. 

TO MR. PETER HILL. 

Mauchline, 1st October, 1788. 
I HAVE been here in this country al^out three days, 
and all that time my chief reading has been the 
" Addressrto Loch-Lomond,'' yott were so obliging 
as to send to me. Were I impannelled one of the 
aiithor's jury to determine his criminality respecting 
the fiin of poesy, my ?erdict should be *' guilty ! A 
poet of Nature's making." It !s an excellent method 
for improTement, and what I believe every poet 
does, to place some favourite classic author, in his 
own walks of study and composition, before him as 
a model. '^Though yout author had not mentioned 
the name, I could have, at half a glance, guessed his 
model to be Thomson. Will my brother-poet for- 
give me, if I venture to hint, that his imitation of 
that immortal bard is, in two or three places, ra- « 
ther more servile than such a genius as his required. 
—e.g. 

To soothe the madding passions all to peace. 

Address, 

To soothe the throbbing passions into peace. 

Thomson, 

1 think the Address is, in simplidty, harmony, 
and elegance of versification, fuUy equal to the 
Seastms.^ Like Thomson, too, he has looked into 
nature for himtielf : you meet with no copied de- 
«cnption. One particular criticism I made at first 
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reading; in no oce Instance liaa he said too mncb. 
He never flags In his progreaa, but, like a trae pod 
of Natura'a making, kindles in his coatee. Hia be- , 
ginning ia aimpie and modest, as if distruslful of 
the strength of his pblou; only, I do not altcgetha 
like— 

" Troth, 
' Tfa> lOUl or CTcry Hrng thif ■ nobly giHt." 

' Fiction is the soul of many a song thai is noU] 
great. Perhaps I am wrong i this may be bot a 
prose-criticism. Is not the phrase, in line 7, ptge 
6, " Great lake," loo much vulgarJMd 1^ every- 
day language, for so aublime a poeoi 1 



ts perhaps no emendation. Ria 

comparison with other lakes ia at once hanaoniova I 

and poetic. Every reader's ideas must sweep the ' 

** Winding mmrila of ui bundnd mJlei.'' \ 

Tlie perspective rhat follows moaut^ns blue— the 
Imprisoned billows beating in vain — the wooded 
isles — the dtgression on the yew-tree — " Ben-Lo- 
mond's lofty cloud- envelop'd head,'" &c., are bean- 
dful. A ihonder-slorm is a lutiject which has been 
often tried ; yet our poet, in hia grand picture, has 
interjected a drcumstance, ao far aa 1 know, en- 
tirely original : 

•• '^'hB gloom 
Decp-Ham'd with ttequml ilHilu oT moving tat.' 

la his preface to the Storm, "The Blens, bow 
dark betweeo !" la noble highland landscape ! The 
"raia ploughing the rU mouhl," too, ia beaulifnlly 
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od expression ; .and the surrounding view from it 
truly great ; the 

«« Silver mist 
Beneath the beamii^ tun," 

well described ; and here he has contrired to en- 
^n his poem with a little of that passion which 
ds fiur, I think, to usurp the modem muses alto- 
;ther. 1 know not how far this episode is a beauty 
;)on the whole ; but the swain's wish to carry 
some faint idea of the vision bright/' to enter-, 
lin her ** partisd listemng ear/' is a pretty thought, 
ut, in my opinion, the most beautiful passages in 
le whole poem are the fowls crowding, in wintry 
osts, to Loch-Loniond's " hospitable flood;" their 
rheeling round, ij||eir lighting;, mixing, diving, 
:c.; and the glorious, description of the sportsman. 
Ills last is equal to any thing in the Seasons. The 
lea of '-the floating tribes distant seen, farglis. 
jring to the moon," provoking his eye as he is; 
bliged to leave them, is a noble ray of poetic ge^ 
lus. " The howling winds," the " hideous roar'^ 
f '' the white cascades," are all in the same style; 

I forget that, while I am thus holding forth, with 
he heedless warmth of an enthusiast » I am perhaps 
iring you with nonsense. I must, however, tten^ 
ton, that the last verse of the sixteenth page is one 
>f the most elegant compliments I have ever seen. 

must likewise notice that beautiful paragraph, be* 
Inning, *' The gleaming lake," &c. I dare not go 
DtO the particular beauties of the two last pata- 
raphs, but they are admirably finCi and truly Os- 
lianic. 

1 thust beg your pirdon for this, lengtliei^ej. 

ri 



( 
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icrawl. I had no idea of it when I began ^- 1 shooM 
like to know who the author is ; but, whoever he 
be, please present him with my grateful thanks for 
the entert£unment he has afforded me.* 

A friend of- mine desired me to commission for 
him two books. Letters an the Religion essential to 
Man, a book you sent me before ; and. The World 
Uttmasked, or the Philosopher the greatest Cheat. 
Send me them by the first opportunity. T^e Bi^ 
yon sent me is truly el^ant. I only wish it had been 
in two volume's. 

XLVm. 

TO MRS. DUNLOP, AT MOREHAM MAINS. 

Mauchllne, 13th Nov. 1788. 
Madam, 
I HAD the very great pleasure of dining at Dunlop 
yesterday. Men are said to flatter women because 
they are weak ; if it is so, poets must be weaket 
still; for Misses R. and K., and Miss G. M'K., 
with their flattering attentions and artful complin 
ments, absolutely turned my head. I own they did 
not lard me over as many a poet does his patron 
• #•••••••• Imt they so ui- 

toidcated me -mth their sly insinuations and delicate 
inuendoes of compliment, that if it had not been 
for a lucky recollection, how much additional weight 

• The poem* entitled. An Address to Loch-Lomond, U 

said to be written by a geatleman, now one of the Maatenof 

the High-ichool at Edinbuiigh ; and the same who translated 

the bmutltul story of the Paria, as p)iblished in the Bu of 

Dr» AndKHKnu ^ - 
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and lustre your good opinion and friendship imuit 
^ve me in that circle, I had certainly looked upon 
myself as a person of no small consequence. I dtoe 
not say one word how much I was charmed with 
the Major's friendly welcome, elegant manner, and 
acute remark, lest I should be thought to balance 
my orientalisms of applause over against the finest 
quey* in Ayrshire, which he made me a present of 
to help and adorn my farm-stock. As it was on 
Hallow-day, I am determined annually, ais that day 
returns, to decorate her horns with an ode of grati* 
tude to the family of Dunlop. 

So soon as I know of your arrival ^ Dunlop, I 
will take the first conveniency to dedicate a day, or 
perhaps two, to you and friendship, under the gua- 
rantee of the Major's hospitality. There will be 
soon three score and ten miles of permanent di- 
stance between us ; and now that your friendship 
and friendly correspondence iS entwisted with the 
heart-strings of my enjoyment of life, I must in-' 
dulge myself in a happy day of *' The feast of reason 
and the flow of soul." 

XLIX. 
TO • • • • • 



Nov. 6, 1788. 
Sir, 
Notwithstanding the opprobrious epithets with 
which some of our philosophers and gloomy secta- 

• Hdfer. 
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lies bi^e branded our nature— the princrpleof tiii^ 
verral selfishness, iher proneness to all evil, thejr 
have gWen us ; still the detestation in which inhn- 
inanity to the distressed, or insolence to the fallen, 
•are held by all mankind, shows that they -are -not 
tnatives of the human heart. Even the unhappy 
partner of oar kind, who is undone, the bitter coBr 
•sequence of his follies or his crimes; — who but 
sympathiser with the miseries of this ruined profli- 
gate brother ? we forget the injuries, and feel for 
the man. 

I went, last Wednesday to my parish-^hnhdf, 
most cordially to join in grateful acluiowledgments 
•to the Author of all Good, for the ponseqaent 
"blessings of the glorious Revolution. To that an- 
spicious event we owe no less than our liberties, 
civil and religious : to it we are likewise indebted 
for the present Royal Family, the ruling features of 
whose administration have ever been mildness to 
Ihe subject, and tenderness of his rights. 

Bred and educated in revolution principles, the 
principles of reason and common sense, it could 
not be any silly political prejudice which made my 
heart revolt at the harsh, abusive manner in which 
the reverend gentleman mentioned the House of 
Stuart, and which, I am afraid, was too much the 
language of the day. We may rejoice sufficiently 
in our deliverance from past evils, without cruelly 
raking/up the ashes of those whose misfortune it 
was, perhaps as much as their crime, to be the au- 
thors of those evils ; and we may bless God for all 
his goodness to us as a nation, without, at the same 
time, cursing a few ruined, powerless exiles, who 
only harboared ideas, «qCl m^^ ^\\^\s:<^\s^^\\\ax most 



4i( Hi waold hare done had ^ been in their. sHv- 
•adon. 

''■The bloody and tyrannical House of Stuart," 
Imay be ssud with propriety and justice, when com- 
paml with the present Royal Family, and the sen- 
timents of our days ; but is there no allowance !to be 
made for the manners of the times ? Were the 
royal contemporaries of the Stuarts more attentive 
to their subjects' rights ? Might not ihe epithets of 
''bloody and tyramilcai" be, with at least equal 
justice, applied to the House of ^fudor, of York, or 
any other of their predecessors? 
. The simple state of the case^ sir, seems to be 
this :— At. that period, the science of gOTemment, 
•the knowledge of the true relation between king and 
subject, wad, like other sciences and other know- 
ledge, jiist in its infancy, emerging from dari£ ages 
•of ignorance and barbarity. 

Vtie Stuarts only contended for prerogatives 
which they knew their predecessors enjoyed, ^md 
which they saw-their contemporaries enjoying; but 
these prerogatives "^ere inimical to the hapiMiness 
of iination and the rights of subjects. . 

In this contest between prince and people, the 
consequence of that light of science which bad 
latdy davnied over Eui^pe, the monarch of France, 
for -example, was victorious over the struggling li- 
berties of his people : with i|8, luckily, the mon- 
iarch fsuled, and his unwarrantable pretensions fell 
a sacrifice to our rights and happiness. Whether it 
was owing to the wisdom of leading individuals, or 
to iIk jnstling of partieSj I cannot pretend to deter- 
mine ; but likewise, happily for us, the kingly 
power was shifted into another, branch of the family. 



at for the folly and im| 
In 1715 and 1745. Tliat they f$iitd, I ble 
but cannot join in the ridicule against them 
does not know that the abilities or defects o 
and commanders are often hidden, ontil pi 
touchstone of exigency ; and that there is i 
of fortune, an omnipotence in particular £ 
and conjunctures of drcumstanoes, which ea 
heroes, or brand us as madmen, just as the 
or against us ? 

Man, Mr. Publisher, is a strange, weak 
aistent being : who would believe, sir, thai 
oar Augustan age of liberaUty and re£ 
while t^e seem so justly sensible and- jealoi 
rights, and liberties, and animated with 
dignation against the rery memory of ti 
would ha^ subverted them*— that a certi 
under our national protection, should conn 
against our monarch and a few favonritai 
bilt against our whole lbgislatitb boi 
mikw oppression, and almost in the very si 
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To condade. Sir: let every man who has a tear 
for the many miseries incident to humanity, feel 
for a fiEHnily iUnstrioos as any in Europe, and nu" 
fortunate beyond historic precedent ; and let every 
Briton (and particularly every Scotsman), who ewer 
looked with reverentiid pity on the dotage of a pa^ 
rent, cast a veil o^r the faUd mistakes of the kings 
<^ his forefathers.* 

L. 

TO MRSi DUNLOP. 

EUisIand, I7th Dec. 1788. 
My DEAR HONOURED FriEND, 

Yours, dated Edinburgh, which I have just read, 
makes me very iinhappy. '^ Almost blind, and, 
wholly deaf," are melancholy news of human ma- 
ture ; but when told of a much-loved and honoured 
fnend, they carry misery in the sound. Goodness 
on your part, and gratitude on mine, began a tie. 
Which has gradually and strongly entwisted itsetf 
among the dearest cords of my bosom ; and I trem- 
ble at the omens of your late and present ailing 
habit and shattered health. You miscalculate 
matters widely, when you forbid my waiting on 
yon, lest it shcnild hurt my worldly concerns. My 
Small scale of farming is exceedingly more simple 
and easy than what you have lately seen at More- 
ham Mains. But be that as it may, the heart of the 

* This fetter was sent to the publisher 6f some news- 
paper, prohahiy^e publisher oC the £dinhuTf(H "EflMnwn^ 



man^ and the fancy of the poet> are the two gr/:^ 
considerations for which I Uve : if miry ridges and 
dirty dunghills are to engross the best part of the 
functions of my soul immortal, I had better been a> 
rook or a magpie at once, and then I should jMt 
haye been plagued with any idea superior to break- 
mg of dods, and picking up grubs^ not to mention 
barn-door cocks or mallards, creatures with which 
I could almost exchange lives at any time — If you 
continue so deaf, I am afraid a visit will be of no 
great pleasure to either of us ; but if I hear you are 
got so well again a& to be able to relish conver- 
sation, look you to it. Madam, for I will make my 
threateniugs good. I am to be at the new-year-day 
fair of Ayr, and, by all that is sacred in the word 
Friend ! I wUi come and sec you. 



Your meeting, which you so well describe, with 
your old school-fellow and friend, was truly inter- 
esting. Out upon the ways of the world ! — They 
spoil these ** social offsprings of the heait." Two 
veterans of the ** men of the world" would have 
met with little more heart-workings than two old 
hacks worn out on the road. A-propos, is not the 
Scotch phrase, '' Auld lang syne," exceedingly ex- 
pressive. — There is an pld song and tune which 
has often thrilled through my soul. You know I am 
an enthusiast iu old Scotch songs : I shall give you 
the verses on the other sheet, as I suppose Mr. Kerr 
will save you the postage.* 

. ^ 

•" Should auld acnuAintance be forgot.*' * 

See S(mg$» 
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Light be the turf on the breast of the Heaven- 
mspired poet who compoijed this glorions fragment I 
There is more of the fire of natire genius in it than 
half a dozen of modem English Bacchanalians. 
Now I am on my hobby-horse, I cannot help in- 
serting two other old stanzas which please me 
mightily. * 

Oo fetch to me a pint o* mne, 

, An' fill it in a lilver tassie; 
That I may drink, before I go, 
A service to my bonnie la&de : 
. '^ The boat rocks at the pier o^ Leith; 

Fu' loud the wind blaws frae the ferry ; • 
The sliip rides by the Berwick-law, 
And I maun lea'c my bonnie Mary. 

Tlie trumjpets sound, the banners fly. 
The glittering spean are ranked ready ; 

The shouts o' war are heard afar. 
The battle closes thick and bloody I 

But if s not the roar o' sea or shore 
. Wad make me langer wish to tarry ; 

Nor shouts o' war that's heard afar ; 
If 8 leaving thee, my bonnie Mary. 

LI. 
TO MISS DAVIES, 

(^ young Lady who had heard he had been making 
a Ballad on her, enclosing thai BaUad.) 

December, 1788. 
Madam, 
I UNDERSTAND my Very worthy neighbour, Mr.Rid- 
dd^ has informed you that I bwre made you the 
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anbject of bohm renes. lliere H something 
mklDg tn the Idea of betni; tl^ barden ot a 
that ] da not think JOb or Moset, tbouj 
pUterni of patience and meekness, contd I 
siUed the cariosity to know what that balli 
■o my worthy fVleod has done meamlscbief, 
I dare say, he never intended ; and redncet 
the unfortunate fljtemative of leaving yonr c 
anpBtilied, or eljie disgustiug you with 
■ verses, the unfiiiUhed production of a rand 
ment, and never meant to bate met yoar 
have heard or read somewhere of a gentlen 
had some genius, mnch eccentricity, and vi 
aiderable dexterity with bis pencJl. In tl 
dental group of Ufe iuto which one is ' 
whererer this gentleman met .with a cbarai 
more than ordinary degree congenial to hL 
he used to steal a xkelcb of the face, luetel 
g^d, as a nola bene to point oat the agreeah 
lection to his memory. What this gept 
pencil was to him is my mate to me : 
venes I do myneU the hononr to send ; 
a raemento exactly of the same kind thai 

It may be more owing to the fastidionsnei 
caprice, than the delicacy of my taste, hot 
often tired, disgnsted, and hurt, with thi 
dlty, ofTectation, and pride of mankind, th 
I meet with a person " after mj own heart 
ritively fed what an orthodox Protestant 
call a species Of idolaiiy, which acts on n 
like Inspiration ; and 1 con no more desist i 
tm (be impnlse, thao an Eoliao harp cap ri 
■twes to the Btre3m\DS i&i. fcii^A^ww 
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be the conseqvencey though the object which hit 
my fancy were .gray-bearded age: bat where my 
theme is youth and beai^y, a youDg lady whose 
personal charms, wit^ and fentimest, are equally 
striking and unaffected, by heavens ! thouflph I had 
lived threescore years a married man, and three- 
score years before I was a married man, my imagi- 
iiadon would hallow the very idea ; and I am truly 
son-y that the enclosed stanzas have done such poor 
JDstice to such a subject. 

LIT. 

TO MRS. DUNLOP. 

EUisland, New- Year-Day Morning. 

This, dear Madam, is a morning of wishes ; and 
would to God that I came under the apostle Jame^s 
description ! — the proper of a righteous num avaU- 
eth much. In that case. Madam, you should wel* 
come in a year full of blessings : every thing that 
obstructs or disturbs tranquillity and self^enjoyment, 
should be removed, and every pleasure that fridl 
humanity can taste should be yours. I own myself 
so little a presbyterian, that I approve of set times 
and sea.sons of more than ordinary acts of devotion, 
for breaking in on that habituated roudne of life 
and thought which is so apt te reduce our^existence 
to a kind of instinct, or even sometimes, and with 
some minds, to a state very little superior to mere 
machinery. 

This day, the first^Sunday of May, a breezy 
Iflue-skied noop, some time about ihe beginning^ 
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abd a hoary moming and calm sonny day about the 
end of autnmn; — these, time out of mind, hare 
been with me a kind of holiday. 

I believe I owe this to that glorious paper in the 
Spectator, " The Vision of Mirza ;" a piece that 
struck my young fancy before I was capable of fix- 
ing an idea to a word of three syllables, ** On the 
5th day of the moon, which, according to the cus- 
tom of my forefathers, I always keep holy, after 
having washed myself and offered up my monung 
devotions, I ascended the high hill of Bagdiat, in 
order to pass the rest of the day in meditation and 
prayer/* 

We know nothing, or next to nothing, of the 
substance or structure of our souls, so cannot ac- 
count for those seeming caprices in them, that one 
should be particularly pleased yntii this thing, or 
struck with thfit, which, on minds of a different 
cast, makes no* extraordinary impression. I have 
some favourite flowers in spring, nmong which are 
the mountain-daisy, the hare-bell, the fox-glove,' 
the wild-briar rose, the budding birch, and the 
hoary hawthorn, that I view and hang over with 
particular delight. I never hear the loud solitary 
whistle of the curlew in a summer noon, or the wild 
mixing cadence of a troop of grey plovers in an au- 
tumnal morning, without feeling an elevation of soul 
like the enthusiasm of devotion or poetry. Tell me, 
my dear friend, to what can this be jowing. Are we 
a piece of machinery, which, like the Eolian harp, 
passive, takes the impression of the passing acci- 
that? Or do these ^Yroikiui^^^t^^ something 
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ns above the trodden dod ? > I own myself 
. to such proofs of those awful and important 
^s — a God that made all things — man's im- 
ial and immortal nature — and a world of 
r woe beyond death and the grave. 



LIII. 

TO DR. MOORE. 

Elliiland, near Diunfiries^ 4th Jan. 1789^ 

en as I think of writing to you, which has 
three or four times every week these six 
is, it gives me something so like the idea of 
linary-sized statue offering at a conversation 
he Rhodian colossus^ that my mind misgives 
nd the affair always miscarries somewhere 
?n purpose and resolve. I have at last got 
business with you, and business-letters are 
a by the style -book. I say my business is 
TOVLf sir, for y^u never had any with me,- ex- 
ae businest that benevolence has in the mau- 
* poverty. 

character and employment of a poet veere 
iy my pleasure, but are now my pride. I 
that a very great deal of my late eclat was 
to the singularity of my situation, and the 

prgudice of Scotsmen ; but still, as I Said 

preface to my first edition, I do look upon 
as having some pretensions from Nature to 
*tic character. I have not a doubt but the 

the aptitude, to learn the Muses* trade, is a 



my doctrine by the test of experience. 

appearance from the press I put off to a vi 

ciay^ a day that may nefer arrnre — but | 

determined to prosecate with all my yigov 

has given very few, if any of the profc 

talents of shining in e^ry spedei of com 

shall try (for until trial it is impossibh 

whether she has qualified me to shine i 

The worst of it is, by the time one ha^ 

piece, it has been so often riewed and re 

fore the mental eye, that one loses, in a j 

sore, the powers of critical discriminati 

the best criterion I know is a friend — n 

abilities to judge, but with good-natui 

like a pmdent teacher with a young 1 

praise perhaps a little more than is exact 

the thin^kinned animal fall into that n 

rable of all poetic diseases — ^heart-breakin 

ency of himself. Dare I, sir, already 

indebted to your goodness, ask the addit 

gation of your being that friend to me>? 
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I believe I shall, in whole, 100/. copy-right in- 
cluded, clear about 400/. some little odds ; and even 
part of this depends upon what the gentleman has 
yet to settle with me. I gire you this information, 
because you, did me the honour to interest yourself 
much in my welfare. 

To ^ve the rest of my «tory in brief, I have 
married " my Jean^" and taken a farm: with. the 
first step [ have every day more and more reason to 
be satisfied ; with the last it is rather the reverse. 
I have a yoi^ngier brother, who supports my aged 
mother; another still younger* brother, and three 
sisters, in a farm. On ray last return from Edin* 
burgh, it cost me about 180/. to save them ffom 
rain. Not that I have lost so. much — I only inter- 
posed between jny brother and his. impending fate 
by the loan of so much. I give myself no fdrs on 
this, for it was mere selfishness on my part : I was 
conscious that the wrong scale of the balance was 
pretty heavily charged ; and f thought th^t throw- 
ing a little filial piety and firatemal affection into 
the scale in my favour, might help to smooth mat- 
ters at the gran4 reckoning. There is still one 
thing would make my circumstances quite easy : 1 
have an excise -officer's commission, and I live in the 
midst of a country division. My request to Mr. 
Graham, who is one of the commissioners of excise, 
was, if in his power, to procure me that division. 
If I were very sanguine, I might hope that some of 
my great patrons might procure me a treasury waiv 
ranty for supervisor, surveyor-general, &c. 

• « •)fr * « >» « # « • # 



TfaiH secure of alivelibood, "tothee, tweet pod 
deli^tAil nuud!" I would coaiecrBU nf fyft 



TO PROFESSOR D. STEWART. 

E1IIiIud,-Dtir Dumfrla, 30Ih Ju. in! 

Sir, 
The raclosed tealeil packet I acnt to Edinborgl 
few days after ] had the happiness of meeting j 
In AjTabire, but fon were pine for the CoDline 
I hare added a few more <^ my productions, tb 
for whicli I am Indebted to the Nithsdale mm 
'The [deee Inscribed to R, G. esq. is a copy of rer 
1 sent Mr.Graham, of Fintry, accompaoying a 
quest for his asustance in a malter, to me^ of i 
great moment. To that ,genllemau 1 am alret 
donbly Indebted, for deeds of kindness of seili 
import to my dearest interesu, done In a mam 
fcrateful to the delicate feelings of eenaibllitj. T 
poem is a species of compoeirion new to me; bv 
do not inteod it shall be my la«t essay of the kli 
OS yon will see by the " PoeCs Progress." Tli 
fragments, If mj de«lgn mcceeds, are but k sn 
part of the Intended whole. I propose it shall 
the work of my utmost eiertions ripened by yea 
of oonrse I do not wish it much known. The fri 
ment Ix^nning " A little, upright, pert, tart," J 
[ -have Dot ahowB to man liring, till now I seni 
yoa. It forms the postnlata, the axioms, the di 
■aititxi ol a character, which, If It appear at i 
siiall be placedmavuiA'jot ^U. This pw 
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lait I 9eiid yoa merely as a saaiple of my 
,t portrait-sketcbing; but lest idle ooojecturf 

pretend to point out tbe original, please let 
9r yonr single^ sole inspection, 
d I make any apology for tbis trouble to a 
iian wbo bas treated me with such maiiLed 
>lence and peculiar kindness; who has en- 
Into my interests with so much zeal, and on 

critical decisions I can so fully depend ? A 
18 I am by trade, these decisions to me are of 
St consequence. My late transient aoquaint- 
among some of tbe mere rank and file of 
less, I resign Mrith ease; but to tbe distin- 
id champions of genius and learning I shall 
er ambition^ of being known. The native 
3 and accurate discernment in Mr. Stewart's 
il strictures ; tb& justness (iron justice, for he 
) bowels of compassion for a poor poetic sia- 
>f Dr. Gregory's remarks, and the delicacy of 
isor Dalzel's taste, 1 shall ever revere. I shall 
Edinburgh some time next month. 
I have the honour to be, sir. 
Your highly obliged, 

and yery humble servant, 

Robert Burns. 

LV. 

TO BISHOP GEDDES. 

Ellisland, near Duinfiries« 3d Feb. 1780. 

neRable Father, 

am conscious, that wherever I am you do me 
lononr to interest yourself in my welfore^ it 
L. I. Q . 
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gives me pleasure to inform you that I am here at 
last, stationary in the serious business of life, and 
have now not only the retired leisure, but the hearty 
inclination, to attend to those great and important 
questions — what I am? where I am? and ibr 
what I am destined? 

In that first concern, the conduct of the man, 
there was ever but one side on which I was habitu- 
ally blameable, and there I have secured myself in 
the way pointed out by Nature and Nature's God. 
I was sensible that, to so helpless a creature as a 
poor poet, a vdfe and family were encumbrances, 
which a species of prudence would bid him shun; 
but when the alternative vns, being at eternal 
warfare with myself, on account^of habitual follies, 
to give them no worse name, which no general ex- 
ample, no licentious wit, no sophistical infidelity, 
would to me ever justify, I must have been a fool 
to have hesitated, and a madman to have mad^ 
another choice. 



In the affmr of a livelihood, I think myself tole- 
rably secure: Lhave good hopes of my farm; but 
should they fail, I have an excise commission, which, 
on my simple petition, will at any tipie procure me 
bread. There is a certain stigma aflSxed to the 
character of an excise-officer, but I do not intend to 
borrow honour from any profession ; and thougb 
the salary be comparatively small, it is great to any 
thing that the first twenty-five years of my life 
taught me to expect. 

» * * * * 
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s, with a rational aim and method in life, 
lay easily guess, my reverend and much- 
red friend, thi^t my characteristical trade is 
rgotten. I am, if possible, more than ever 
husiast to the muses. I am determined to 
nan and nature, and in that view incessantly; 
try if the ripening and corrections of years 
lable me to produce something worth pre-' 

I* 

will see in your book, wluch I beg your par- 
r detaining so long, Uiat I have been tuning 
3 on the banks of Nith. Some large poetic 
hat are floating in my imagination, or partly 
execution, I shall impart to you when I have 
;asure of meeting with you; which, if you 
;n in Edinburgh, I shall have about the be- 
i; of March. 

t acquaintance, woithy sir, with which you 
leased to honour me, you must still allow me 
llenge ; for jvith whatever unconcern I give 
transient connexion with the merely great, 
)t lose the patronising notice of the learned 
od^ without the bitterest regret. 



LVI. 
TO MRS. DUNLOP. 

Ellisland, 4th March, 1789* 

im I, my honoured firiend, returned safe from 
ital. To a man who has a home, however 
) or remote — if that home is like mine, the 
>f domestic comfort — the bustle of Edin- 



bargli iviU Boon be it business Of aidienit^ 
guat. 

" Vain pomp ud glory of Ihtj Torldi 1 hale jo 

When 1 must sculk into a comer, lest the r 
equipage of some gaping blorkhead sbonld i 
me !□ the mire, 1 am tempted to exclaim, " 
merits has he had, or what demerit have I ) 
some atate of pre-eiistenee, that he ia uflhen 
this state of being with the eceptre of rule, a 
key of riches in his puny fist, and I am kicki 
the world, the- sport of foil)', or the ric 
pi^de?" 1 have read somewhere of a monai 
Spain I think it i^as), who was so out of h 
with the Ptolemean sptcia of aatronoiny, ( 
aaVI, had he been of the Crealor'a conn 
could have sared him a great deal of laboi 
absurdity. 1 will not defend this blaspli 
speeeh; but oiten, as I have glided with \ 
stealth through the pomp of Princes-street, 
sliggested itself to me, an an improvement 
preaent human figure, that a man. In propor 
his own conceit of his consequence in the 
coolil have pushed out the longitude of his ct 
slie, as a sn^l pushes out his horns, or as iv 
out a perspective. Thia trifling alteratton, 
mention the prodigious Bavlog it would be 
tear and wear of the neck and limb-sinews a 
of his m^eaty's liege subjects, in the vraj o 
log the head and tiptoe-stmtting, would ei 
torn ont a vast advantage, in enabllDg us i 
to adjust the ceremonials In making a h 
malriug way to a great man, and that too n 
•ecood of the predse tpte'cunikvQ^ of ler 
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or an inch of the particular point of respectfdl di- 
stance, which the important creature itself requires ; 
as a measuring-glance at its towering altitude would 
determine the affair lilte instinct. 

You are right, madam, in your idea of poor 
Mylne's poem, which he has addressed to me. The 
piece has a good deal of merit, hut it has one great 
£ault — it is hyfer too long. Besides, my success 
has encouraged such a shoal of ill-spawned mon- 
sters to crawl into public notice, under the title of 
Scottish poets, . that the veiy term Scottish Poetry 
borders on the burlesque. When I write to Mr. 
Carfrae, I shall advise him rather to try one of his 
deceased friend's English pieces. I am prodi- 
giously hurried with my own matters, else I would 
have requested a perusal of all^ylne's poetic per- 
fonnances ; and would have offered his friends my 
assistance in either selecting or correcting what 
would be proper for the press. What it is that oc- 
cupies me so much, and perhi^ a little oppresses 
my present spirits, shall fill up a paragraph in some 
future letter. In the mean time, allow me to close 
this epistle with a few lines don& by a friend of 
mine »••*», I give you them, that, its you 
have seen the original, you may guess whether one 
or two alterations I have ventured to make iu them 
be apy real improvement. 



Like tSie fair plant that from our touch withdraws. 
Shrink, mildly fearful, even flrom a^lause, * 
Be all a mother's fondest hope can dream. 
And all you are, my charming • • • •, seem. 
Straight as the fox^glove, ere her bells disclose, 
Mild^ as the maiden>blushing hawthorn blows. 



LVII. 
TO THE REV. P. CARFRAE. 

Rev. Sir, 
I DO not recollect that I have ever felt a sev 
of shame, than on looking at the date of ) 
ging letter which accompanied Mr. Mylncf 



I am much to blame : the honour Mr. B 
done me, greatly enhanced in its value 1 
. dearing, though melancholy circumstance 
ing the last production of his muse, desenri 
return. 

I have, as you hint, thought of sendiof 
the poenfi to some periodical publication 
second thoughts, I am afraid that, int 
case, it would be an improper step. 1 
perhaps as much accidental as merited, I 
«•» tnnndation of nonsense under the nai 
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^ne, &c.y be at all prudent, in my opinion, it 
Ainly should not be a Scottish poem. The pro- 

j of the labours of a man of genius are, I hope, as 
ionourable as any profits whatever ; and Mr. Mylne's 
relations are most justly entitled to>that honest har- 
vest which fate has denied himself to reap. But let 
the Mends of Mr. MylncS fame (among whom I 
crave the honour of ranking myself) always keep 
in eye his respectability as a man and as a poet, 
and take no measure that, before the world knows 
any thing about him, would risk his name and 
character being classed with the fools of the times. 

I have, ^ir, some experience of publishing,. and 
the way in which I would proceed with Mr. Mylhe^s 
poems is this: I would publish In two or three 
English and Scottish puMic' papers, any one of his 
English poems which should, by private judges, be 
thought the most excellent, and mention it, at the 
same time, as one of the productions of a Lothism 
farmer, of respectable character, lately ^ecesiaed, 
whose poems his friends had it in idea to publish 
soon, by subscription, for the sake of his numerous 
£Eunily : — not in pity to that &unily, but in justice 
to what his friends think the poetic merits of the 
deceased ; and to secure, in th^ most effectual nuiii* 
ner, to those tender connexions, whose right it is, 
the pecuniary reward of those merits. 



Sir, 
The geutleman wlio tviU deliTer yon this i: 
NielsoQ, a worthy dergyman in myineighboi 
and a very particnlar acqtisuntance of mine 
h«re troubled him with this packet, I mi] 
him over to your goodness, to recompense '. 
It in a way in which he much needs your ass 
and where yon can effectnally serve him 
Nielson is on his way for France, to wfu 
grace oi Qneensberry, on some little busin 
good deal of importance to him, and he wi' 
your instmctions respecting the most eUgibl 
of travelling, &c., for him, when he has cro: 
channel. I should not have dared to ta 
liberty with yon, but that I am told, by th< 
have the hono\ir of your personal acquit 
that, to be a poor honest Scotchman, is 
of recommendation to yon, and that to h] 
yonr power to serve such a character gi 
much pleasure. 



tiiaUty. Hewever, in the particular part 
ict which ronaed my poetic wrath, she 
^88 blameable. In January last, on my 
)hire, I had pnt np at Bailie Whigham's 
', the only tolerable inn in the place. 
M keen, and the grim evening and howl- 
"ere ushering in a night of snow and 
bone and I were both much latigned 
aboors of the day; and just as my 
kdlie and I were bidding defiance to the 
a smoking bowl, in wheels the f oneral 
f the late great Mrs. * * *, and poor I 
to brave all the horrors of the tempes- 
, and jade my horse, my young favourite 
n 1 had just christened P^gasos, twelve 
ir on, through the wildest moors and 
)hire, to New Cumnock, the next inn. 
s of poesy and prose sink under me. 
Id describe what I felt. Suffice it to say, 
I good fire, at New Cumnock, had so far 
ly frozen sinews, I sat down and wrote 
lode. 

2:dinburgh lately, and^ttled finally with 
; and I must own, that, ^ last^ he has 
Die and f;ur with me. 



o 2 



J1»MJ « * " ' 



— . jfc • • ^ 



• • * 

• • *• 



. .ir- it is that card5n«l/.'; 
It te economy, nr. ^^ ^^ ^oym. «»* « 

borrow, apply to ^ » ♦ • • • 

♦ ♦ ♦ * • 

to compose. o;«*^-:s?;r: 

clCTer on my «f "^^ed Mends on th 
one of »y'?°trSnatty •intended 6 

St of some drunk«» » ^g^cdlar. 
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i« of fame are breathless, clambering, hanging 
itween heaven and hell ; bat those glittering clifik 
Potosi, where theull- sufficient, all-powerful deity, 
^ealth, holds his immediate court of joys and plea- 
res : where the sunny exposure of plenty, and the 
>t walls of profusion,, produce those blissful fruits 
: luxury, exotics in this world, and natives of 
euraiUse ! — Thou withered sibyl, my sage conduct- 
!ss, usher me into the refulgent, adored presence ! 
-Tlie power, splendid and. potent as he now is, was 
ice the puHng nursling of thy faithful care and 
;nder arms ! Call me thy son, thy cousin, thy kins- 
lan or favourite, and abjure the god, by the scenes 
f his infant years, no longer to repulse me as a 
ranger, or an alien, but to favour me with his pe- 
lUar countenance and protection ! ' He d£uly be- 
tows his greatest kindnesses on the undeserving 
nd the worthless — assure him that I bring ample 
ocuments of meritorious demerits ! Pledge your- 
M for me, that for the glorious cause of Lucre, I 
rill do any thing — be any thing -<- but the horse- 
$ech of private oppression^ or the vulture of public 
obbery ! 

But to descend from heroies. 



want a Shakespeare ; I want likewise an English 
ictionary — Johnson's, I suppose, is best. In these 
nd all my prose commissions, the cheapest is always 
he best for me. There is a small debt of honour . 
hat I owe Mr. Robert Cleghom, in Saughton Mills, 
ny worthy friend, and your well-wisher. Please 
;ive him^ and^urge him to take it^ the &rst time you 



\ 
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see him, ten skdliiigs wottTi of any thing you hare 
to sell, and ^lace it to'iny account. 

"the library scheme that I memfiolred to you is 
' sdready begun, under the direction of Captain Riddel. 
There is another in emulation of it going mt at Close- 
bum, under the auspices of Mr. Monteith of Close- 
burn, Which will be on a gresater scale than ours. 
Capt. R. gave his infant society a great many of his 
old books, else I had written you on that subject ; 
hut one of these days, I shiill trouble yon with a 
commission for ** The Monkland Friendly Society ;" 
— a copy of The Spectator, Mirror, and Lounger ; 
Man of Feeling, Man of the World, Guthrie's Geo- 
graphical Grammar, with some reBg^ous pieces, wiH 
likewise be our first order. 

When I grow richer I will write to you on gilt 
post, to msOce amends for this sheet. At present 
every guinea has a five-guinea errand with. 

My dear sir, 
' Yonr fidthful, poor, but honest Mend, 

R. B. 

LX. 
TO MRS. DUNLOP. 

Ellisland, 4th April, 1789. 

I NO sooner hit on any poetic plan or fancy, but I 
wish to send it to you ; and if knowing and reading 
these give half the pleasure to you, that communis 
eating them to you gives to me, I am satisfied. 

• * « • • • « 
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lie a pdetic whim In my bead, which I at pre- 

ledicate, or rather inscribey to the right lioa. 

Mosi : bnt how long tliat foncy may hold, I 

m say. A few of the first lines I have just 

Jb^ketehed^ as follows: 

\ - - 

i 'f How wisdom and fiolly meet, mix, and miite.*** 

pn the 20th current I hope to Itiive the honour of 
luring you^ in person, how sincerely I am — 

LXI. 

TO MR. CUNNINGHAM. 

ElHiUmd, 4th May, 1789. 
My dear Sir, 
Your duty-fte^ favour of the 26th April I received 
two days ago ,* I will not say I perused it with plea- 
snre ; that is the cold compliment of ceremony : I 
perused it, sir, with delicious satisfaction — ^in short, 
it is such a letter, that not you, nor your friend, but 
the legislature, by eiq>ress proviso in -their postage- 
laws, should frank. A letter informed with the 
soul of friendship is such an honour to human 
nature, that they should order it free ingress and 
egress to and from their bags and mails, as an en« 
couragement and mark of distinction to super- 
eminent virtue. 

* See PoeTiw ;-«Fx«gment, inaoribed to the right honouratf 

C. J, Fox. 



«*«^a«a 



poor little wounded hare came cri 
You will guess my indignation at tin 
low who could shoot a hare at thii 
they all of them have young ones. 1 
something in that business of destr 
sport, individuals in the animal creati 
injure us materially, which I could n 
to my ideas of virtue. 

«' Inhnnmn man ! curse on thy barb'r 



Let me Ieuow how you like my poena 
ful whether it would not be an improT 
out the last stanza but one altogethei 
C • • • is a glorious production of 
man. You, he, and the noble colonc 
F * • • are to me 

" Dear at the ruddy dropi whioh warm 
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LXII. 

TO MR. II'AULEY, OF DUMBARTON. 

4th June, 1789. 

Dear Sir, 
TtiouGH I am not without my fears respecting my 
fSiXe, at that grand, universal inquest of right and 
wrong, commonly called 7^ Lcut Day, yet I trust 
tliere is one sin, which that arch vagabond, Satan, 
who I oinderstand is to be king^s evidence, cannot 
tlirow in my teeth, I mean ingratitude. There is a 
certain pretty large quantum of kindness, for which 
I remain, and from inability, I fear must still re- 
main, your debtor ; but, though unable to repay the 
debt, I assure you, sir, I shall.ever warmly remem- 
ber the obligation. It gives me the sincerest plea- 
sure to hear, by my old acquaintance, Mr. Kennedy, 
that you are,'in immortal Allan's language, " Hale 
and weel, and lining;" and that your charming 
fiimily are well/ and promising to be an amiable 
and respectable addition to the company of per- 
formers, whom the great Manager of th^ drama 
of man is bringing into action for the succeeding 
age. 

With respect to my welfare, a subject in which 
yon once warmly and effectively interested your- 
self, I am here in my old way, holding my plough, 
marking the growth of my com, or the health of 
my dairy ; and at times sauntering by the delight- 
ful ^inndings of the Nith, on the margin of which I 
have built my humble domicile, praying for season- 
able weather, or holding an intrigue with the muses, 






pociic amfTK*' «■ iwiii tm^ «iu ut 
vnder die obfiriovs inlhKBcr <tf some fi 
ftattcof crinti al pi o i cii pu on. In m; 
mtioB, vhkl^ fike a ^Dod pfabfterian, 
£lly ghc to sf hcnsefaokl folkSy I an 
fond of tbe psafas, '^ Let doc tlie er 
yomhy" &c^ amd that other, ,** Lo, c 
God's heritage,** &c; in idiidi last : 
who, hf the bye, has a ^noos *' irood 
at ehher old song or psahnodj, joins ■ 
pathos of Uandd's Jiesaah. 



LXni. 
TO MRS. DUNLQP. 

niwiiirf, girt 



Deak Madam, 
Will jon take the effitnoDS, the miseral 
of low spirits, jnst as they flow from 



L 



(iw' 



■ banom tat his benevolence, and 

1 from inch tdeai of my Creator, 

ret me I Etellgion, m; tionoarcd 

■ simple basiness, at it equally con- 

j/ut and tbe learned, the poor and 

Vbere is an incomprehEDriblytJreat 

^ I oire my exiitenre, and tbat he 

jtely acqnaiaicd with the operations 

f the iDlenial machinery, and couee- 

1 deportment, of this creature whtdl 

these are, I think, self-evident pro- 

lat there ia a real aod eternal dlstinc- 

virtoe and vice, and conseqaently, 

accountable creature ; that from the 

re of the hnman mind, at well aa from 

mperfeetion, nay, positive injustice, in 

ration of attain, both in the natural 

nlda, there must be a retributive scene 

iKyond the grare^ — ^must, I thinli, be 

very one who will give himaelf a mo- 

:ion. I wilt go farther, and affirm, that 

Umity, excellence, and parity, of his 

precepts, nnparalleled by all the sg- 

dom and learmag of many preceding 

, foa|);)«ari)nra,hehim8elf waa'tbeob* 

loat illiterate of our speciee ; therefore 

WM from God. 
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UDd whatever injures aoctety at large, or any tadWi- 

dual ia it, thia is my metsnre of iniquity. 

What thbk yoD, madam, of my creed i I trail 
that I have sud notbiag that will lessen me ia Ibe ' 
eye of one whose good opinioQ I value almost Den 
to the approbation of my own miod^ 

LXIV. 
TO HR. • • •. 

Mr DBXft Sib, 
The harry of a former in this particnlar season, 
and the indolence of a poet ae sill times and sea- 
sons, will, I hope, plead my excnse for neglecting 
so long to answer your obliging letter of the fifth of 
Angnsl. 

That yon have done well In quitting yoar lal)0- 
lions concern in ■ • ■ I do not doubt ; the weighty 
reasons yon mention, were, I hope, very, and deV 
servedly indeed, wei^^hty ones, and your health is a 
matter of the last importance : but whether the re- 
maining proprictora of the paper have also done 
well, is what I much doubt, "liie • • • •, so tar 
as 1 was a reader, exhibited such a brlUiancy of 
point, each an elegance of paragraph, and encb a 
variety of intelligence, that I can hardly concdve it 
possible to continue a daily paper in the same degree 
of excellence ; bat if there was a man who had 
abilities eqnal to the task, that man's assistance the 
proprietors have lost. 



When 1 received yonr letter, I was transcribing 
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• • *, my letter to the magistrates of the 
igate, Edinburgh, begging their permission to 
a tomb-stone over poor Fergusson, and their 
in consequence of my petition, but now I shall 
aiem to • • • • • *. Poor Fergus- 
If there be a Ufe beyon^^the grave, whieh I 
there is ; and if there be a good God presiding 
dl nature, which I am sure there is ; thou art 
>njoying enstence in a glorious world, where 
1 of the heart alone is distinction in the man ; 
s riches, deprived of all their pleasure-pur- 
ig powers, return to their native sordid mftt- 
where titles and honours are the disregarded 
ies of an idle dream ; and where that heavy 
i, which is the negative consequence of steady 
ss, and those thoughtless, though often de- 
rive follies, which ape the unavoidable aberra- 
of frail human nature, will be thrown into 
oblivioQ as if they had never been ! 
leu, my dear sir ! So soon as your present 
; aad schemes are concentered in an aim^ I 
be glad to hear ^m you ; as your welfare 
happiness is by no means a suligect indif- 
t to 

Yours, &c, 

LXV. 

TO MISS WILLIAMS. 

nag. 

.DAM, 

Ke many problems in the nature of that won- 
1 creature, Man, this is one of the most extra- 
ary, that he shsdl go on from day to day, from 



excellent poem on the Slave-T^e ; and yet, wretch 
that I am ! though the debts were debts of honour, 
and the creditor a lady, I have put off and pat off 
even the very acknowledgment of the obHgatioU) 
until you must indeed be the very angel I take yon 
for, if you can forgive me. 

Your poem I have read with the highest pleasure. 
I have a way, whenever I read a book, I mean a 
book in our own trade, madam, a poetic one, and 
when it is my own property, that I take a pendl 
and mark at the ends of verses, or note on margins 
and odd paper, little criticisms of approbation or 
disapprobation as I peruse along. I will make no 
apology for presenting you with a few unconnected 
thoughts that occurred to me in my repeated peru- 
sals of your poem. I want to show you that I have 
honesty enough to tell you what I take to be trutfai, 
even when they are not quite on the side of appro^ 
bation ; and I do it in the firm fsuth, that you have 
equal greatness of mind to hear them with plea- 
sure. 

I had lately the honour of a letter from Dr. Mo^ 
where he tells me that he. has sent me some V 
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itumbling through incantioas speed, or 
id through loitering neglect, 

I have the honour to be, &c. 

LXVI. 

TO MRS. DUNLOP. 

EUisUnd, 6th September, 1789. 
J>AM, 

itioned, in my last, my appointment to 
and the birth of little Frank, who, by 
rust, will be no discredit tathe honour- 
f Wallace, as he has a fine manly counte- 
a figure that might do credit to a little 
nonths older ; and likewise an excellent 
T, though, when he pleases, he has a 
lot quite so loud as the horn that his 
unesake blew as a signal to take out the 
ing bridge. 

ae tXu\e ago an epistle, part poetic, and 
:, from your poetess, Mrs. J. little, a 
>us but modest composition. I should 
iher, «s she requested, but for the hurry 
business. I have heard of her and her 
IS in this country; and I am happy to 
i to the honour of her character. The 
mow not well how to write to her : I 
lown to a sheet of paper that I knew not 
n. I am no dab at fine-drawn letter- 
ad except when prompted by friendship 
2, or, which happens extremely rarely, 
the Muse (I know not her name) that 
sr epistolary writing, I sit down, when 



Would I could write you a lette 
would sit down to it with as mn< 
would to write an epic poem of my i 
that should equal the //taflf. Relig^oi 
is the true comfort. A strong persu 
state of existence ; a proposition s 
bable, that, setting revelation asi< 
and people, so far as investigation 
at least near four thousand yean 
mode or other firmly believed it. 1 
reason and pretend to doubt, I h 
so to a very daring pitch ; but when 
I was opposing the most ardent i 
most darling hopes of good men, i 
face of all human belief, in all aget 
at my own conduct. 

I know not whether I have even 
lowing lines, or if you have ever se 
is one of my favourite quotations 



4k^«%*4#l«%^1«V W« 



.<. t~ 
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'Tis this that wards the blow, or stills the iinart« . 
Disarms affliction, or repels his dart ; 
'Within the breast bids purest raptures rise. 
Bids smiling conscience spread her cloudless skies." 

[ have been very busy with Zeluco. The doctor 
10 obliging as to request my opinion of it ; ^nd I 
^e been revolving in my mind some Isind of criti- 
ns on novel-writing, but it is a depth beyond 
research. I shall, however, digest ray thoughts 
the suliiject as well as I can. Zeluco is a most 
rling performance. 

^'arewell ! A DieUy le bon Dieu, Je vans am- 
ndef 

LXVII-. 

TO R. GRAHAM, ESQ. OF FINTRY. 

9th December, 1780. 
$IR, 

AVE a good while had a wish to trouble yon with 
stter^ and had certainly done it long ere now — 
; for a humiliadng something that throws cold 
ter on the resoludon, as if one should say, 
fou have found Mr. Graham a very powerful 
md Icind friend indeed ; and that interest he is 
lo kindly taking in your concerns, you' ought, by 
;very thing in your power, to keep alive and 
Perish." Now though since God has thought 
»per to make one powerful and another helpless^ 
I connexion of obllger and obliged is all fair ; and 
»ugh my being under your patronage is to me 
:hly honourable, yet, sir, allow me to flatter 
self, that, as a poet and an honest man, yon first 



u lack (tin, na pnait m 

"■'isgDooigita 
deal ^notha- with me than I expected ^ oirin; 
pni dol to ike gcacnai frimdiUp of ^ 
Wukcfi, HI- ohUhUk, >^ Ibr kind unttBKX < 
Mr. rmdUtcT, Bf mfemnx. 1 due to be bona 
■ad I Icat ao Ufaoar. N« do I find my hunii 
fife prail; iaimical to aif camapoadcmx witli ll 
Masn. Tbrii Tsiutooe, iodeediBikd I belieit 
mutst at thrir >«{iuiaIaaoe, like the Tudtiofgn 
■Dfdi, are Aon asd br IntiiLta : but I meet lh> 
DOW aad Ihea as I jo; Ihroogfa (be hilli of Nitbada! 
jBM » 1 ued to do on the banks of Ajr. 1 ta 
Ike HbeitT to caehue jam a few bagatelles, all 
tbeai tbe pnidaclioBt of wf leisoie Ihooghts id i 
eldK rides. 

If joo know or bave eta- seen cafitain Grose t 
antiqaaiian, joa will enler into aoj hnmonr Ihal 
in the rener on him. Perbaps joa bare wen tb 
before, ai I (cat tbrwi to a LoodOD Dcwtpap 
Tboagb I dare n; foa ban Done of tbe sdeii 
leagne-and-comiaBl fire, wbkb sbone so cods 
cnooi in loid Geoi^ Gwdoa and the KilmaiM 
wearen, jet I think joa mast hare beaid of 1 
Mfmi, one of the dofjaien of Ayr, ukI faia he 
tkal book. God hdp bim, poor man ! Tboogh 
U one of the woitfaien, an w«ll as one of the abi 
of the whole |M-iesthood of the kirk of Scotland 
emy sense of that ambiguous tenn, yet tbe p 
doctor and bis nnmerons fiunily are in imntii 
danger of beiag thrown oat to the mercy of 
winter winds, lie enclosed ballad on that bnar 
i(, Icmfew, too lixaL,^ni!^l Un*^ mirielf M k 
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conceits in it, though I am convinced in my con- 
sdence that there are a good many heavy stanzas 
m it too. 

The election hallad, as you will see, alludes to the 
present canvass in oar string of boronghs. Ido pot 
believe there will be such a hard-run match in the 
whole general election.* 



I am too little a man to have any political attach- 
ments ; I am deeply indebted to, and have the 
warmest veneration for, individuals of both parties ; 
bat a man who has it in his power to be the father 
of a country, and who • • • • • is a 
character that one cannot speak of with patience. 

Sir J. J. does *' what man can do ;" but yet I 
doubt his fate. 

LXVIII. 

TO MRS. DUNLOP. 

Ellisland, 13th December, 1789. 
Many thanks, dear madam, for your sheet full of 
rhymes. Though at present I am below the veriest 
prose, yet from yon every thing pleases. I am 
groaning under the miseries of- a diseased nervous 
system ; a system the state of which is most con- 
ducive to our happiness — or the most productive 
of our misery. For now near three weeks I have 

* This alludes to the contest for the horough of DumfHes, 
between the duke of Queensbury's interest and that of sir 
James Johnstone. 

VOL. I. H 
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man ? To-day in the luxuriance o 
in tbe enjoyment of existence ; ii 
haps in a few hours, loaded with 
being, connting the tardy pace 
moments by the repercussiops of 
fusing or denied a comforter. ' Di 
and night comes after day, only t 
life which gives him no pleasure ; \ 
dark termination of that life, \i 
which he 4;ecoils. 

'* Tdl us, ye dead ; will none of y 
Disclose Ae secret 
l^hat *tu you art, and tee muti 

— • ^"tis no matt 

A little time will make us leam'd 

Can it be possible, that when 1 
feverish being, I shall still find m; 
enstence ? When the last gasp 
nounced that ^ am no more to 
me, and the few who loved me 
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inevoleut, theamisdile, and the homaDe : what 
riDg idea, then, is a world to come ! WolQd 
I as firmly believed it, as I ardently wish 
There I should meet an aged parent, now at 
from the many buflfetings of an evil world, 
kst which he so long and so bravely stmg- 
There should I meet the friend, the dis* 
crested friend of my early life^ the man who 
>iced to see me, because he loved me and 
Id serve me — Muir! thy weaknesses were the 
irrations of human nature, but thy heart glowed 
ith every thing generous, manly, and noble ; and 
if eve): emanation from tlie AU-good Being animated 
a human form, it was thine ! -^ There should I, with 
speechless agony of rapture, again- recognize my 
lost, my ever dear Mary ! wiiose bosom was fraught 
with truth, honour, constancy, and lov«. 

My Mary, 4ear departed shade ! 

Where is thy place of heavenly rest ? 
Seest thou thy lover lowly laid ? 

Hear'st thou the groans that rend hit breast ? 

Jesus Christ, thou amiablest of characters! I 
trust thou art no impostor, and that thy revelation 
of blissful scenes of existence beyond death ^nd the 
grave, is not. one of the many impositions which, 
time after time liave been palmed on credulous 
mankind. I trust that in thee *' shall all the faihi- 
lies of the earth be blessed," by being yet con- 
nected together in a better world, where every tie 
that bound heart to heart in this state of existence, 
Shan be, far beyond our present conceptions, more 
endearing. 

I am a good deal incBned to think with those who 



i 



have felt too mnch of the ills of life 
thisc with a diseased wretch, who is 
than half of any fEumlties he possessi 
ness will excnse this ^stracted scr 
writer dare scarcely read, and wl 
throw into the fire were he ahle to 
better, or indeed any thing at all. 

Ramonr to^d me something of a » 
was returned from the East or West 
have gotten news of James orAntho 
in you not to let me know ; as I proi 
sincerity of a man who is weary oi 
anxious about another, that scarce 
give me so much pleasure as to he 
thing befaHiug my honoured friend. 

If you have a minute's leisure, ta 
In pity to lepauvre miserable. 



LXIX. 
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To store the iQinds of the lower classes with use- 
fill knowledge is-certainly of very great importance, 
both to them as indivi^tials, and to society at large. 
Giving them a turn for reading and reflection, is 
giving them a source of innocent and laudable 
amusement ; and, besides, raises them to a mpre 
dignified degree in the scale of rationality. Im- 
pressed with this idea, a gentleman in this parish^ 
Robert Riddel, esq. of Gleuriddel, set on foot a 
species of circulating library, on a plan so simple as 
to be practicable in any comer of the country ; and 
so useful as to deserve the notice of every country 
gentleman, who thinks the improvement of that 
part of his own species, Vhom chance ha^ thrown 
into the humble walks of the peasant and the artisan, 
a matter worthy of his attention. 

Mr. Riddel got a number of his own tenants, and 
farming neighbours, to form themsel\^s into a so-, 
ciety for the purpose of having a library among 
themselves. They entered-into a legal engagement 
to abide by it for three years ; with a saving clause 
or two, in case of removal to a distance, or of 
death. Each member, at his entry, paid five shil- 
lings; and at each of their meetings, which were 
held every fourth Saturday, six-pence more. With 
their entry-money, and the credit which they took 
on the faith of their future fimds, they laid in a to- 
lerable stock of books at^the' commencement. What 
authors they were to pui-chase, was always decided 
by the majority. At every meeting, all the books, 
under certain fines and forfeitures, by way of pe- 
nalty, were to be produced ; and the members had ' 
tKeir choice of the volumes in rotation. He whose 
name stood for that night first on the list, had his 



ehidce d what voIhiiic he pleased in the wbde eti- 
lectum ; tbe secotid had hla choice after the firal ; 
ibe l^iid after the Kcond ; and bo on to the laat. 
At.oext meetiDig, he who h&d been lir^ oa the lial 
M tbe pieeediiw meeting waa laat at this ; he whn 
had been iecood was first ; and x> on through tbe 
wh<de three years. At the expiration of the en- 
gagemeM, tbe books were lold by auctWn, l»t only 
among the members tbeaiaelfeB; aud each man 
had fai« thaie of the common stock, in money or in 
books, as he chose to be a purchaser or Dot. 

Al the breaking up of this little society, whicli 
wu funned under Mr, Hiddel'* patronage, what 
iritb iKon&ctioas of booiis from turn, and whU 
with Ibeir own porchaseB, they had collected toge> 
ther upwards of one hundred and fifty ndnmes. Il 
will easity be gneastd, that a good deal of trash 
would be bought. Among the hooks, however, el 
this little library, were, Blair' iStrmmi, Roierltrn't 
HUtmy af Scatlvad, HutM't Hittory of tA« SluarU, 
The Spealator, Uler, Adeenturer, Mirrar, Lounger, 
(Aientw, Maa o/Feelmg, Man a/ the fferld, Ciiy- 
mI, Dan QviiTOte, Jateph Aralreaii, ^c. A peasant 
who can read and eiqoy such books, is cerluinly a 
much superior b«n){ to his neighbour, who per- 
haps staUts be^de bis team, Tcrr little removed, 
except in shape, from the brutes he drives. 

Wishing yoar patticttic eser^ons their so iniub- 
Aierited success, 

1 am, sir, your bumble servant, 

A Peasant. 
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CHARLES SHARPE; ESQ^ OF HODDAM, 

• Jictieious Signature, enclosing a Ballad, 1790 

or 1791. 

rue, sir, you are a gefitleman of rank and 
;, and I 9m a poor devil: you are a feather 
cap of society, and I am a very hobnail in 
)e8 ; yet I have the honour to be lon(^ to the 
amily with you, and on that score I now ad- 
ou. You will perhaps suspect that I att go- 
claim affinity with the ancient and honoor- 
onse of Kilpatrick : No, no, sir : I cannot 
be properly said to belong to any house, or 
ny province or kingdom ; as my mother, who 
ny years was spouse to a marching regiment. 
He into thiii bad world, aboard the packet-^' 
somewhere between Donaghadee and Port- 
er By our common family, I mean, sir, the 
of the Muses. I am a fiddler and a poet; 
»u, I am ioldy play an exquisite violin, and 
i standard taste in 'the Belles Lettres. The 
day, u brother cat-gut gave me a charming 
air of your composition. If I wasj^eased with 
ne, I was in raptures with the title you have 
it ; and, taking up the idea, I have spun it 
le three stanzas enclosed. Will you allow me, 

• present you them, as the dearest offering 
misbegotten son of poverty and rhyme has to 

I have a longiiig to take you by the hand 
nburden my hearty by saying — ^* Sir, I ho- 



you are unapproachable. It is tru* 
tized me in Castalian streams, but 
gipsies forgot to give me a name, 
served many^i good fellow, the Ni 
a great deal of pleasure, but, b 
they have beggared me. Would t 
a little of their cast^linen ! were it 
my power to say that I have a si 
But the idle winches, like Solomc 
*' toil. not, neither do they spin; 
continue to tie my remnant of a 
hangman's rope, round my «aked 
my galligaskins to keep together th 
ed fragments. As to the affair of si 
that up. r- My pilgrimages in my I 
town to towUy and on your stony-h 
too, are what not even the hide of 
could bear. , The coat on my bac 
shall not speak evil of the dead. It 
unhandsome and ungrateful to fii 
old.surtoUt, which so kindly supp 
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one Me, and my Mdie^cam on the other, and 
pfaK^ng my hat between my legs, I can, hy metas 
9i\tfi brim, or rather brims, go l^utragh the whole 
doctrine of the Cooic Sections. 

However, j^r, don't let me mislead yon, as if I 
would intere^ your pity. Fortune has so mnch 
forsaken me, thai she has taught me to live with- 
out her ; and, amid ail my rags and porerty, 1 am 
as independent, and mnch more happy than a mon* 
arch of the world. According to the hacltneyed 
metaphor, I value the several actors in the great 
drama of life, simply as they act their parts. 1 can 
look on a worthless fellow of a dnke with unqualified 
contempt ; and can regard an honest scavenger with 
sincere respect. As you, sir, go through your rdle 
with such distinguished meilt, permit me to make 
one in the c^onm of unlrersal applause, and assure 
you that, with the highest respect, 

I have the toosour to be, &c. 

LXXI. 

TO MR. OliAmtr BURKS. 

^ifkmd, lltb Janaary, 1790. 
DsAR BrotUBE, 
I MBAN to take advantage of the frank, though I 
have not, in my present frame <i€ mind, much ap- 
petite tor exertion in writing; My nerves are in 
a **** state; I fed that horrid hypochondria per* 
vading every atom of both body and soul, lliis 
farm has undone my e^jOyinent of myself. It is a 
ruinous affair on all hands. But let it go to *** \ 
ru fight it out and he off wilh it. 

h2 



wonk. Ob New- 



LXXiL 



TOURS. DUNIjOI 



IT BSS UtKM OWn^ to 

I iHRe BOt 'NlillCB to 7m, } 

M J iKsltli is gicarly better, 
man to than m ntinfartic 
with the rat of 117 fieOim-creatBr 
May thaks, ay sBdi cstec 
jonr kind letten ; hot wliy wiy y 
the risk of bang eottteaqitihie and 
own ejes ? When I piqne mysdf 
dent spirit, I hope it m neither pi 
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in the good news of Anthony. Not only your anxi- 
ety about his fate, but my own esteem for such a 
noble, warm-hearted, manly young fellow, in the 
little I had of his acqusuntanpe, has interested me 
deeply in his fortunes. . x • 

Falconer, the unfortunate author of the Shipwreck, 
which you so much admire, is no more. After wit- 
nessing the dreadful catastrophe he so feelingly de- 
scribes in his poem, and after weathering many 
hard gales of fortune, he went to the bottom with 
the Aurora frigate ! I forget what part of) Scotland 
had the honour of giving him birth, but he was the 
son of obscurity and misfortune. He was one of 
those daring adventurous spirits which Scotland^ 
beyond' any other country, is remarlcable for pro- 
ducing. Little does the fond mother think,' as she 
hangs delighted over the sweet little leech at her,bo- 
som, where the poor fellow may hereafter wander^ 
and what may be his fate. I remember a stanza in 
an old Scottish ballad, which, notwithstanding its 
rude simplidty, speaks feelingly to the heart : 

" Litde did my mother think. 
That day she cradled me. 
What land I was to travel in. 
Or what death I should diftf 

OH Scottish ispngs are, you know, a favourite 
study and pursuit of mine ; and now I am on that 
subject, allow me to give you two iitanzas of an- 
other old simple4>aUad, which I am sure will please 
yon. The catastrophe of the piece is a poor ruined 
female lamenting her fate. She concludes with this 
pathetic wish: 



my muuau mwm^ mMj 

The doekt and the ironu my btdiat 
And O MM sound M I should fleep ! 

I do noC renember in all my reading 
with any thing more truly the langaai 
than the exdamatioB in the last line. A 
love ; to apeak its language tmly, the 
hwra^felt it. 

. I am muf day eKpeeting the doctor 
little ifodson * the amall-pox. They m 
country, and I tremble for his £Bte. B 
cannot help congratnlating yon on h 
spirit. Every person whp sees him s 
1^ to be the finest, handsomest chili 
seen. lam myself deHgfated with thi 
of his little chest, and a certain miniati 
the carriage of hii head, and the glai 
black eye, which promise the undait 
of mi independent mind. 

I^ thought to have sent you sobm 
'^-*- «iM4t{d8. I nromise vou noetnf 
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Lxxni. 

TO MR. CUNNINGHAM. 

EUisliBd, isth Ftbrairy, 1790. 
iG jovr pnrdon', my dear anil mtich-valned 
id, for writing to yon on this very unfashion- 
, unsightly sheet — 

«^ My.pofqpty but not my will eoBMnts." 

at to midce amends, since of modish post I haire 
;, except one poor widowed half.4heet pt giit 
;h Hfss in my drawer among my plebeiML foob^ 
pigfis, like the widow of a man of fashion, 
m thatnnpolite sconndrel, Necessity, has drt« 
from Burgundy and Pine^apple to a dish of 
ea, with the scandal-bearing helprmate of ik 
Ipe-priest; or a glass of whisicy-toddy, with 
nil^-jiosed yoke-fellow of a foot-padding ex<^ 
nan— I make a vow to enclose this sheet-lnll 
pistolary fragments in that my only scrap of 
paper. 

am indeed your unworthy debtor for three 
idly letters. I ought to have written to you long 
now, but it is a litend fact, I have scaicely a 
e moment. It is not that I tpi/^ no^ write to 
\ Miss Burnet is not more dear to her guardian 
i, nor his grace the duke of ♦ ♦ ♦ • to the 
ers of ♦ ♦ • • than my friend Cunningham 
le. It is not that I cannot write to you : should 
doubt it, take the following fragment which 
intended for you some time ago, and he con^ 



158 BORNS'S LETTSRS. 

Tinced that I can aniitheslze sentiment^ and circum- 
volute periods, as well as any coiner of phrase in 
the regions of philology. 



1789. 

My Pear Cunningham , 
Where are you? And what are you doing? Can 
you be that son of levity who takes up a friendship 
as he takes up a fashion ; or are you, like some 
other of the worthiest fellows in the world, the 
victim of indolence, laden virith fetters of ever- 
increasing weight ? 

What strange heings we are ! Since v^ hai« a 
portion of conscious existence, equally citable of 
eo^oying pleasure, happiness, and rapture, or of 
suffering pain, wretchedness, and misery, it is 
surely worthy of an inquiry, whether there be not 
such a thing as a science of life ; whether method, 
economy, and fertility of expedients, be not appli- 
cable to ei^oyment ; and whether there be not a 
■waiv,t of dexterity in pleasure, which renders our 
little scantling of happiness* still less ; and a pro- 
fuseness and intoxioaii^ in bliss, which leads to 
satiety, disgust, and self-abhorrence. There is not 
a doubt but that health, talents, character, decent 
conipetency, respectable friends^ are real ^ubetaa* 
tial blessings ; and yet do we not daily see those 
who enjoy many or all of these good things, con- 
trive, notwithstanding^ to be as unhappy as others 
to whose lot few of them have falki^ ; I believe one 
great^ource of this mistake or misconduct is owing 
to a certain stimulus, with us called ambition, 
which goads us up the hill of life, not as we ascend 
other eminences, for the laudable tniriosity of view* 
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extehded landscape, but rather for the dis- 
pride of looking down on others of our 
creatures, seemingly diminutive in humbler 
8, &c. &c. 

Sunday, 14th Fehnuury, 1790. 
help me ! I am now obliged to join 

" Night td dsy, and Sunday to the week.** 

e be any truth in the orthodox foith of these 
es, I am « • • • past redemption, and what 
je, • • • ♦ to aU eternity. I am deeply read 
\oitC9 Foar-fM State y^Marthal on Sanetyica- 
^thri^s Trial of a Saving Interest, &c. ; but 
e is no balm in Oilead, there is no physiciah 
' for me ; 80 I shall e^en turn Ahninian, and 
J ** sincere though imperfect obedience." 

Tuesday* l<kh. 

Lily for me I was prevented from the discus- 
the knotty point at which I had just made a 
»p. All my fears and cares are of this world : 
e is another, an honest man ha? nothing to 
om it. I hate a man that wishes to be a 
but, I fear every fur unpr^udiced inquirer 
in >some degree be a sceptic. It is not that 
are ahy very staggering arguments^ against 
nmortidity ^ man; but, like electricity, 
Bton, &c. the subject isso involved in dark- 
hat we want data to go upon. One thing 
!ns me much: that we are to live for \ever, 
too good newt to be true. That we are to en- 
o a new scene of existence, where^ exempt 
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from want and pain, we shall ei^y ourselves and 
our friends without saftiety or se|)aration--*how 
much should I he indebted to any one wiio eoald 
fully assure me that this was certain ! 

My time is once more expired. I i^dll write to 
Mr. Cleghoru soon. God bless him and all his con- 
cerns ! And may all the powers that preside over 
conviviality and friendship be present with all their 
kindest influence, when the bearer of this, Mt.S3^e, 
and you meet ! I wish I could also make one.' I 
think we should be • ♦ • 

Finally, brethreny^Eu^well! .Whatsoever things 
are lovely, whatsoever things are gentle> whatsoever 
things are charitable, whatsoever things are kind, 
think on these things^ and think on 

Robert Buiws. 



TO MR. HILL. 



\ 



Ellisland, 2d March, J790. 

At a late meeting of the Monkland Friend Society, 
it was resolved to augment their lllM^ry by the Al- 
lowing books, which you are to send us as soon as 
possible : The Mirror, the Lounger, MunofFeeli»g, 
Man of the H^orld (these, formy own sake, I wish 
to have by the first carrier), Knodt Hittorp of the 
Befofmatkm; Ray' $ History oftheRehtUixmin 1715; 
any good History of the Rebellion tn 1745 / ^ JMi- 
play of the Secession Act and Testmany, hy Mr ^ 
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6ibb ; rHervey'a Meditations} Beveridg^s Thoughts; 
and another copy of fFatson'a Body of Divinity. 

I wrote to Mr. A. Masterton three or four months 
ago, to pay some money he owed me into your 
hands, and lately I wrote to you to the same pur- 
pose, but I have heard from neither one nor other 
of you. 

In addition to the books I commissioned in my 
last, I want very much, ^n Index to the Excise Laws, 
or an Abridgment of all the Statutes now in force 
relative to the Excise, by Jellinger Symons; I want 
three copies of this book : if it is now to be had, 
cheap or dear, get it for me. An honest C4)un* 
try. neighbour of mine wants, too, A Family 
Bible, the larger the better, but second-handed, for 
he' does not choose to give above ten shillings for 
the book. T want likewise for myself, as you, can 
pick them up, second -handed or cheap, copies of 
Otway's Dramatic ff^orks, Ben Jonson*s, Dryden*s, 
Congreve'Si fVycherley*s, VanburgKSy Cibbefs\ or 
any Dramatic Works of the more modem, Macklin, 
Garrick, Foote, Colman, or Sheridan, A good 
copy, too, of Moliere, in French, I much want. 
Any other good dramatic authors in that language . 
I want also ; but comic authors chiefly, though I 
should wish to have Racine, ComeUle, and Voltaire 
too. I am in no hurry for all, or any of these; but 
if you accidentally meet with them very cheap, get 
them for me. 

And now to quit the dry walk of business, how 
do you. do, my dear friend ? and how is Mrs. Hill? 
I trust, if now and then not so elegantly handsome,^ 
at least as amiable^ and sings as divinely as ever. 



I 
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Mr good mfe, too, hu a cbam^Bg " wood-MW 



I am out of aJl patleaiK with -this vile world for 
one tfaiag. Mankind are by oatore benerolent 
creatnra : except in a few scoiindrclly inBtances, 
I do Dot think that- aTurice of the good things we 
chance to have, Ib born with lu ; but we are placed 
here amid^ra nmch nakedness, and banger, and 
poTert;, and want, that we are ander a cursed ne- 
cesaity of Btadyiag telliahneiH, In order that we may 
txuTl Still ibare are, <n ever; age, a few sonls, 
thai all the wants aod woea of liCe cannst debase 
to selfisbnesf, or even to tlie necenary allof nf 
cautton and prndence. If ever 1 am In danger of 
vanity, it ie when I contemplate myself on this side 
of my disposition and character. God knows I un 
lip sunt ; 1 hare a whole host of follies and sins 10 
answer for; but if 1 could, and I believe I do H as 
for as I oan, I would wipe away all teara from all 
eyes. Adieu ! 



I HAVE just now, my erer-bononred friend, enjoyed 
a very high InKury, In reading a paper of the 
Lomager. yon know my national prejudices. [ 
had oftea read and admired the SpecMor, jidven- 
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turar, Bamblery sad Woi'ldi but still with a certiBin 
regret, that they were so thoi'oagi^ly aod eotlfely 
English. Alas ! hare I often said to mywify what 
are all the boasted advantages whidi nqr country 
reapa fipm the union, that can counterbatance the 
ao^ihilatiou of her independence* and even her 
very naoBiei ? I often, repeat that couplet of my &- 
vouiite poet. Goldsmith <-~ 

"^ ■ ■ ■ sti^tes of native liberty posseif'd. 
Though very poor, may yet be v^ bless'd.** 

^^hing can reconcile me to the common terms, 
** English ambassador, English court," &c. And i 
am out of all patience to see that equivocal charac- 
ter, Hastings, impeached l^ << the Commons of 
Enghmd." Tell me, my friend, is this weak pre;^a- 
dice ? I believe in my conscience such ideas as, 
*' my country; her independence; her honour; 
the illustrious names that mark the history of my 
native land ;" &c. I believe these, among your 
men of the world, men who in fact guide for the 
most part and govern our world, are looked on as 
80 many modifU^ations of wrong.headedness. They 
know the use oi bawling out such terms, to rouse 
or lead ths rabble ; but for their own piivate 
use, with alipost all the able statesmen^ that ever 
existed, or now eiist, when they talk of right and 
wrong, they only mean proper and improper, and 
their measure of conduct is, not what they ought, 
but what they dare. For the truth of this I shall 
not ransack the history of nations, but appeal to 
one of the ablest judges of men, and himself one of 
Uie shiest men that ever lived — the. celebrated 
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earl of Chesterfield. In fact, a man who conJI 
thoroughly control his vices whenever they intei 
fered wHh his interests, and who could complete! 
put on the appearance of every virtue as often as 
suited his purposes, is, on the Stanhopian plsu 
the perfect man; a man to lead nations. But ai 
great ahilities, complete without a flaw, and p< 
lished without a blemish, the standard of hvam 
excellence ? This is certainly the staunch opinic 
of meti of the world; but I call on honour, virtu 
and worth, to give the Stygian doctrine a loud m 
gative ! However, this must be allowed, that, 
you abstract from man the idea of an existeai 
beyond the grave, then the true measure of hum) 
conduct is proper and improper. Virtue and ^c 
as dispositions of the heart, are, in that case,- 
scarcely ihe same> import and value to the world 
large, as harmony and discord in the modificatio 
of sound ; and a delicate sense of honour, likf 
nice ear for music, though it may sometimes g 
the possessor an ecstasy unknown to the coaf 
organs of the herd, yet, considering the \a 
gratings and inharmonic jars, in this ill-tuned s 
of being, it is odds but the indi^dual would If 
happy, and certainly would be as much respe 
by the true judges of, society, as it would; 
stand, without either a good ear or a good hef 
You must know I have just met with the M 
axkd Lounger for the first time, and I am qQ 
raptures with them ; I should be glad to have 
opinion of some of the papers. The one I hw 
ready Lounger, No. 61, has cost me more ' 
tears than any thing I have read of, a lonf 
M'Kenzie has been called the Addison of the 
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aady in my opinion, Addison would .not be hurt at 
the comparison. If he has not Addison's exquisite 
humour, he as ceitainly outdoes him in the tender 
and the pathetic. His Man of Feeling (but I am 
not counsel learned in the laws of criticism) , I esti- 
^ ^ mate as the first performance in its kind I ever saw. 
^ h From what book, moral or even pioqs, will the sua- 
^ ceptible young mind receive impressions more con- 
^ genial to humanity and kindness, generosity and 
^ benevolence ; in short, more of all that ennobles 
^^ the soul to herself, or endears her to others — than 
^ ■ from the simple affecting tale of poor Harley ? 
^ Still, with all my admiration of M'Kenzie's wri- 
f^ tings, I do not know if they ai*e the fittest reading 
^^ for a young man who is about to set out, as the 
) "^ phrase is, to make his way into life. Do not you 
^^ think, madam, that among the few favoured of 
^ Heaven in the structure of their minds (for siich 
*• there certainly are), there may be a purity, a ten* 
P^' demess, a dignity, an elegance of soul, which are 
^ of no use, nay, in some degree, absolutely disqua- 
^ lifying for the truly important business of making a 
^\ man's way into life. If I am not much mistaken, 
! *i my gallant young friend, A •*»*•, is very much 
^l under these disqualifications; and for the young 
M* ^females of a family I could mention, well may they 
excite parental solicitude; for I, a common ats 
'qnaintance, or, as my vanity will have it, an hum- 
ble friend, have often trembled for a turn of mind 
which may render them eminently happy, or pecu- 
liarly miserable ! 

I have been manufacturing some verses lately ; 
but as I have got the most hurried Heason of excise^ 
business over, I hope to have more leisure to tran- 



LXXVl. 
TO DR. MOORE, 



t'tfi mam's xtTrnu. 

crtbe aaj MMf that may Bkoir bow b 
he-hoDonrvi be, Madua, 
Yonn, a 
:. 
toi 
i> 
DC] 
i" 
IX 
do 
: 
a. 
i« 



CoMins Into tcnhi thlH morning, to aric 
1b this oAce, tt Mog cfrilection-daf, 1 
iBD who Ullf me he h on his i 
> I take the opportnnlty of ivril 
IS -A^Dklng Is at presem noder a tempo 
e some snxtches of leisure t 
dST, amM obt horKd bnslness aiid In 
•taall improve thrm a* well as I can ; 
tetter be u itapld »•••*•■•* 
Mlltneons ai a newspaper, as short i 
frace-beAin -meat, or at long as a law i 
Donglaa cauw t as ill-spelt as comitry Ji 
. doDi, or as nailghtly a scrawl as Rett] 
s answer to it — 1 hope, consider! 
ices, yon will foryiFC it ; and, as it ' 
10 expense of posta^, 1 shall hare 
flection about it. 

1 sadly nngratefal in not relnra 
tJiBnIu for your most valuable preseat, 
ttct, yoa are in some degree blameable 
IBM. Yon were pleased to express a 
opinion of the work, whMi to flattei 
QOthitq less wonM serre my orarwei 
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than a formal criticism on the book. Id fact, I have 
gravely planned a comparative view^of you. Field- 
ing, Richardson, and Smollet, in your different 
qualities and merits as novel-writers. This, I Own, 
betrays my ridiculous vanity, and I may probably 
never bring the business to bear ; but I am fond of 
the spirit young Elihu shows in the Book of Job—- 
" And I said, I will also declare my opinion.*' I 
have quite disfigured my copy of the book with my 
annotations. I never take it up without at the same 
time taking my pencil, and marking with asterisms^ 
parentheses,^ &c., wherever I meet with an original 
thought, a nervous remark on life and manners, a 
remarkably ' well-turned period, or a character 
sketch^ with uncommon precision. 
. Though I shall hardly think of fairly writing out 
my " Comparative View," I shall certainly troBble 
you with my remarks, such as they are. 

I have just i-eceived from my gentleman, that 
horrid summons in the book of Revelations — ** That 
" time shall be no more I" 

The little collection -of sonnets have some charm- 
ing poetry in t^em. {f indeed I am indebted to the 
fair author for the book, and not, as I rather sus- 
pect, to a celebrated author of the other sex, I 
should cert^uly have written to the lady, vrith my 
grateful acknowledgments, and my own ideas of the 
comparative excellence of her pieces. I would do 
this last^ DOt fW)m any vanity of thinking that my 
remarks could be of much consequence to Mrs. 
Smith, but meitely from my own feelings as an au- 
thor, doing as I would be done by. 



8fh 

Dear Madam, 
After a long da/s toil, plague, and care 
to write to yon. Ask me Dot why I hav 
80 long ? It was owing to hurry, indi 
fifty oth^ things ; in short, to any thing 
gctfalness of la plus aimable de ton ted 
bye, you are indebted your best courtes 
this last compliment, as I pay ,it from 
conviction of its truth — a quality rat] 
compliments of these grinning, bowiu; 
times. 

Well, I hope writing to you will ease 
troubled soul. Sorely has it been bruls 
A ci-devant friend of mine, and an ii 
quaintauce of yours, has given my feelin 
that I perceive will gangrene dangen 
cure. He has wounded my pride ! 



LXXVIIf. 
TQfMR. CUNNINGHAM. 
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^ 

try graDDom at a family christening; a bride on 

the market-day before her marriage ; * * * 

• ••••••,••• 

• • • • . a tavern-keeper at an election* 
dinner ; &c. &c. — but the resemblance that hits my 
fancy best, is that blackguard miscreant, Satan, 
who roams abont like a roaring lion, seeking, search- 
ing whom he may devour. However, tossed about 
as I am, if I choose (and who would not choose) to , 
bind down with the crampets of attention the bra- 
zen foundation of integrity, I may rear up the su- 
perstructure of Independence, and, from its daring 
turrets, bid defiance to the storms of fate. And is 
not this a " consummation devoutly to be wished ?" 

" Thy spirit. Independence, let me share; 
Lord of the lion-heart, and eagle-eye ! 
Thy steps I follow vrith ray bosom bare. 

Nor heed the storm that howls al<Mig the sky !" - 

Are not these noble verses ? They are the intro- 
duction of Smollet*s Ode to Independence; if you 
have not seen the poem,, I will send it to you. 
How wretched is the man that hangs on by the fa- 
vours of the great ! To shrink from every dignity 
of man, at the approach of a lordly piece of self- 
consequence, who, amid all his tinsel glitter and 
stately hauteur, is but a creature, formed as thou 
art— and perhaps not so well formed as thou art — 
came into the world a puling infant as thou didst, 
and must go out of it, as all men must, a naked 

corse.* 

• •••••« 

* The preceding letter explains the feelings under which 

this was written. The strain of indignant invective goes on 

some time longer in the style which our Bard was too apt to 

indulge, and of which the reader has already seen so much. 

▼OL. I. . ' I 
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Lxxnc. 

Tq MRS. BUNLOP. 

Vovei^yn, J790* 



As cold Y^^ters tq a thirsty soul^ sq in gqq4 n/sfii 
from a ^ cpuptiy." 

Fate ^ Jpug ow^d iftp a letter qf good newsfrom' 
yon, in fet^r^ for thie ptany tidings of sprroiy which 
I hare ^eceiye^. In this instance I mos^ cordifdl} 
obey the apostle -^'^ liejoic^ with thepi th&t Ao re- 
joice," — for me, t€f sing for joy, is no new tjii^g) 
but to preach for joy, as I have flone in i^he om- 
mencement of this epistle, is a pitch of eii;(ravagaDt 
rapture to which I never rose before. 

I read your letter — I literally jnmpe4 for joy— 
How could such a mercurial creature as a poet 
lumpishly keep his seat on the veedpt of the best 
news frotn his best friend ? I seized my gilt-head- 
ed Waogee rod, an instrument indispensably neces^ 
sary in my left hand, in the moment of inspiration 
and rapture; and stride, stride -r quick and quicker 
— out skipped I among the broomy banks of {^ith, to 
muse over my joy by retail.^ To keep within the 
bounds of prose was impossible. I\|Irs. Little's is a 
more elegant, but not a more sincere compliment, 
to the sweet Uttle fellow, than I, extempore almost, 
poured out to him in the following yer8e9.^ 

I am much flattered by your approbation of my 
Tarn 0* Shanter, which you express in your former 
ietter ; though, by the bye, yon loaid mie In that said 

• See the poem,— On the Birth of a Posthumout Child. 
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letter with accosations heavy and many; to all 
irhich I plead, mt guiltjf! Yonr book Is, I hear, 
)n the road to reach me. As to printing of poetry, 
Rrhen yon prepare it for the press, yon have only 
JO spell it right, and place the capital letters pro- 
)erly : 2A to the pnnctuation, the printers do that 
hemselves. 

I hare a copy of Tarn o* Shanter ready to send 
rou by the first opportunity: it is too heavy to send 
3y post. r 

I heard of Mr. Corbet lately. He, in conse- 
juence of yonr recommendation*, is most zealons to 
;erve me. Please favour me soon with an account 
)f your good folks ; if Mrs. H. is recovering, and the 
roung gentleman doing well. 

LXXX. 
TO MR. CUNKINOHAM. 

^ EUldaBd, ssa Jamuury, l79t* 

^ANY happy returns of the season to youj my 
[ear friend ! As many of the good things of this 
ife as is consistent with the usual nuxture of good 
.nd evil in the cup of being! 

\ have just finished a poem, which you will re<* 
elve enclosed. It is my first essay in the way 
•f tales. 

I have these several months been hammering at 
A elegy on the amiable «nd accompHshed Miss 
)umet. I have got, and can get no farther than 
he following fragment, on which please give me 
our strictures. In all kinds of poetic composition 
set great store by your opinion ; but in sentimental 



{ 
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" Life iie'er exulted in so rich a pri 
Let me hear from you soon. Adie 

LXXXI. 
TO MR. PETER HILL. 

17th\: 

Take these two guineas, and pla< 
against that ****** account of your 
gagged my mouth these fire or six m 
as littie write good things as apologie 
owe money to. O the supreme cui 
thre^ guineas do the business of five 
labours of Hercules ; not all the h 
centuries of Egyptian bondage, wen 
superable business, such an * * * * « 
Poverty ! thou hsilf-sister of death, 
german of hell ! where shall I find fn 
tion equal to the amplitude of thy de 
pressed by thee, the venerable ancient 
in the practice of every virtue, laden 
wretchedncHS. imulores a little — liti 
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glows with independence, . and melts with sen8ibi-< 
Uty, inly pines under the neglect, or writhes in bit- 
terness of soul under the contumely of arrogant, un- 
fe^lipg wealth. Oppressed by thee, the son of ge- 
nius, whose ill-starred ambition plants him at the 
tables of the fashionable and polite, must see in 
•suffering silence his remark neglected, and his per- 
son despised, while shallow greatness, in his idiot 
attempts at wit, shall meet with countenance and 
applause. Nor is it only the family of worth that 
have reason to complsan of thee: the children of 
folly and vice, though in common with thee the off- 
spring of evil, smart equally under thy rod. Owing 
to thee, the man of unfortunate disposition and 
neglected education, is condemned as a fool for his 
dissipation, despised, and shunned as a peedy 
wretch, when his follies as usual bring him to want ; 
and when his unprincipled necessities drive him to 
dishonest practices, he is abhorred as a miscreant, 
and perishes by the justice of his country. But far 
otherwise is the lot of the man of family and for- 
tune. His early follies and extravagance are spirit 
and fire ; his consequent wants are the embarrass- 
ments of an honest fellow; and when, to remedy 
the matter, he has gained a legal commission to 
plunder distant provinces, or massacre peaceful na- 
tions, he returns, perhaps, laden with the spoils of 
rapine and murder; lives wicked and respected, and 
dies a »*♦♦«♦♦ and a lord. — Nay, worst of all, alasj 
for helpless woman ! the needy prostitute, who ha» 
shivered at the comer of the street, waiting to earn 
the wages of casual prostitution, is left neglected' 
and Insulted, ridden down by the chariot wheels of 
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the body : the Vital sluices of WSOf 
relieved by their respective evacnations. 

LXXXII. 

TO A. F. TYTLBtl, ESQ. 

Sir, 
NoTHiKo leas than the unfortunate accidi 
met mdth could have prevented my gratefd 
ledgments for your letter. His own fimmi 
and that an essay in a walk of the nrase 
new to him, where conse^iuently his hopes 
were on the most anxious alarm for Ms 
the attempt ; to have that poem so much 
by one of the first judges, was the mof 
vibration that ever trilled along the hf 
of a poor poet. However, Providence, 
the proper proportion of evil with the g 
it seems is necessary in this sublunary sti 
proper to check my exultation by a very^ 
fortune. A day or two after I receive^ 
my horse came down with me iuid bn 
^^ ♦hia is the first sendee mv f 
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• 

ey are tnily there : otit ofthexli, thd hit at 
er and priest, 1 shall cut ont : as to the fall- 
ti the catastrophe, for the rea^bd you justly 
it eafinot easily be remedied. You^ appro- 
lir, has given me such additloual spirits to 
e in this species of poetic coMpositioii, 
Di already revolnng two or three stories in 
y. If I can bring these flatting ideas to 
Icind of embodied form, it will give me an 
^ opportunity of assuring you hoir orach I 
r honour to be, &t, 

LXXXIIL 

TO MRS. DUNLOP. 

Ellisland, 7^ Feb. 1791. 

tell you, madam, that by a fall^ not from 
e, but with my horse, I have been a cripple 
ae, and that this is the first day my arm and 
ive been able to serve me in writing, you 
>w that it is too good an apology for my 
ly ungrateful silence. I am now getting beU 
. am able to rhyme a little, which Implies 
»lerable ease; as I cannot think that the 
etic genius is able to compose on the rack, 
ot remember if ever I mentioned to you my 
an idea of composing an elegy on the late 
irnet of Monboddo. I had the honour of 
"eity well acquainted with her, and have sd- 
t so much at the loss of an acquaintance, as 
heard that so amiable and accomplished a 
God's worlu was no more. I have as yet 
» farther than the following fragment, of 
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which please let me have yoor opinion. You kne* 
ihat elegy is e sabject lo nincli exhausted, that any 
new idea on the busineM is not to be expected; 'tis 
well if vie can place an old idea in a new light. 
How far 1 have succeeded as to this last, yon will 
judge from what follows — 

(Here/alhvt Ike Elegg, adding I/tit eerif) 

ThalJieut bow aunkiipny ID grief udaiei 
So Ars'k.-i the woodbme iHHt yoQ fei Il«, 

I have proceeded no further. 

Your kind letter, with yoar kind Temetiibraact of 
}'our godson, came safe. This last, madam, is 
scarcely what my pride, can bear. As to the little 
fellow, he is, partiality apart, the finest boy I hare 
' nf a long time seen. He is now serealeen months' 
old, has the small-pox and measles over, has cut 
serpral teeth, and yet nerer had a giaiu of doctor's 
drugs in his bowels. 

I am tmly happy to hear that the " little flow- 
eret'' is bloomiog so fresh and fair, and that the 
" mother- plant" is rather recovering her drooping 
head, Soon and well may her " cmel wounds" be 
healed ! I have wi^tten thus far with a good deal of 
difficulty. When 1 get a little abler, yon shall hear, 
futher fl-Dm; 

Madam, yontg, &c. . 



TO LADV W. II. CONSTABLE. 

wMgktg <f prtiem of a tahkible Smff-boje, 
I aJSne picture of M ary^ Qii«ai of Scots, on 
Lid, 

Lady, 

iMg less than the imlacky accident of having 
broken my right arm, could hare prevented 
he moment I received your ladyship's elegaht 
it by Mrs. Miller^ from returning you my 
5St and most grateful afclmoii^dedgments. t 
! your ladyship I shall set it apart : the sym- 
f religion shall ooiy be more sacredr In the 
nt of poetic composition, the box shall be my 
ing genius. When I would breathe the com- 
ii5ive wish of benevolence for the happiness of 
, 1 shall recollect your ladyship t when I would 
Bt my fancy in the distresses incident to hn- 
y, I shall remember the unfortunate Mary. 

LXXXV. 
TO MRS. GRAHAM, OF FINTRV. 
DAM, 

*HBR it is that the story of oar Mary, Queen 
ts, has a peculiar efl^ on the feelings of a 
or whether I have in the enclosed ballad suc- 
1 beyond my usual poetic success, I Imow not ; 
has pleased me beyond any ethrt of my muse 

i2 
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for a good while past ; ^ on that account I enclose it 
particularly to ydu. It is true, the purity of my mo- 
tives may be suspected. I am already deeply in- 
debted to Mr. G— - — *s goodness ; and what, in the 
iisttal ways ofmeny is of infinitely greater importance, 
Mr. G. can do me service of the utmost importance 
in time to come. I was l^orn a poor dog ; and how- 
ever I may occasionally pick a better bone than I 
used to do, I know I must live and die poor ; but I 
^yiil indulge the flattering faith that my poetry will 
considerably outlive ray poverty j and,, without any 
fustian affectation of spirit, I can promise and affirm, 
that it must be no ordinary craving of the latter 
shall ever make me do any thing injurious to the 
houest fame of the former. Whatever may be my 
failings,' for failings are a part of human nature^ 
may they ever be those of a generous heart and an 
Independent mind ! It is no fault of mine that I 

was bom to dependence ; nor is it Mr. G *s 

chiefest praise that he can command influence ; but 
it is his merit to bestow, not only with the kind- 
ness of a brother, but with the politeness of a gen- 
tleman ; and I trust it shall be mine to receive with 
thankfulness, and remember with undiminished 
gratitude. 

LXXXVI. 

TO THE REV. G. BAIRB. 

Why did you, my dear sir, write to me in such a 
hesitating style, on the business of poor Bruce? 
Don't I know, and have I not felt the many iUs, the 
peculiar ills, that poetic flesh is heir to? You 



1 
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shall have your choice of all the unpablished poems 
I have; and had your letter had my direction so as 
to have reached me sooner (it only came to my hand 
this moment) I should have directly put you out of 
suspense on the subject. I only ask that some pre- 
fatory advertisement in the book, as well as the sub- 
scription-bills, may bear, that the publication is 
] j solely for the benefit of Bruce's mother. I would 
J not put it in the power of ignorance to surmise, or 
m^icc to insinuate, that I clubbed a share in the 
work from mercenary motives. Nor need you give 
me credit for any remarkable generosity in my part 
of the business. I have such a host of peccadilloes, 
fjulings, follies, and backslidings (anybody but my- 
self might perhaps give some of them a worse ap- 
pellation), that by way of some balance, however 
trifling, in the account, I am fain to do any good 
that. occurs in my very limited power to a fellow- 
creature, just for the selfish purpose of clearing a 
little the vista of retrospection. 



LXXXVII. 
TO DR. MOORE. 

Ellisland, 28th February, 1791* 
I DO not know, sir, whether you are a sniascriber 
to Orose^s ArUiquitiea of Scotland, If you are, the 
enclosed poem will not be altogether new to you. 
Captain Grose did me the favour to send me a dozen 
copies of the proof-sheet, of which this is one. 
Should you have read the- piece before, still this will 
aaiswer the principal end I have in vi^w ; it will give 



/ 
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^le another opportunity of thanking you for all your 
goodness to the rustic bard; and also of showing 
..you, that the abilities you have been pleased to 
commend tmd patronise, are still emfdoyed in the 
way you wish* 

The Elegy on Captain Henderson Is a tribute to 
the mettiory of a man I loved much. Poets have in 
this the same advantage as Boi^an Catholics ; they 
can be of service to their friends after they have past 
that bourn where all other kindtless ceases to be of 
any avail. Whether, after all, either the one or the 
other be of any real service to the dead, is, I fear, 
very problematical: but I am sure they are highly 
gratifying to the living: and, as a very orthodox 
text, I forget where in Scripture, says, ^' whatsoc^'er 
is not of fsuth, is un ;" so say I, whatsoever is not 
detrimental to society, and is of positive enjoyment, 
is of God, the giver of all good things, and ought to 
be received and enjoyed by his creatures with thank> 
ful delight. As almost all my religious tenets origin 
nate from my heart, I am wonderfully pleased with 
the idea, that I can still keep up a tender inter- 
course with the dearly beloved friend, or still more 
dearly beloved mistress, who is gone to the world of 
spirits. 

The ballad on Queen Mary was begun while I 
was busy with Perep^s Reliques of English Poetry, 
By the way, how much is every honest heart, wl^h 
has a tincture of Caledonian prejudice, obliged^ to 
you for your glorious story of Buchanan and Targe ! 
'Twas an unequivocal proof of your loyal galkmtry 
of soul, giring Targe the victory. I should have 
been mortified to the ground if you had not. 

4 • • • • 
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I h^iw^ jn$^ read over oiice more of many times, 
joar Zeiuce, I ^larked with my pencil^ as I went 
^Hsmg, every passage that pleased me particulaily- 
a^e tbe rest; and one, or two I think, whidi 
iK^th humble deference, I am disposed to'think nne- 
9iial to the merits of the book. I have sometimes 
thought to transcribe these marlced passages, or at 
kast so mnch of them as to point where they are, 
and send them to you. Original strokes that strongly 
(kpiet the human heart, is your and Fielding's pro- 
vince, beyond any other novelist I have ever per* 
«3ed. Richardson indeed might perhaps be except-* 
e/i ; but, unhappily, his dramutis p€r$9tuB are beings 
of some other world ;. and however they may capti- 
vate the inexperienced romantic fancy of a boy or a 
girl, tjiey will ever, in proportion as we have made 
human nature our study, dissatisfy our riper minds. 

As to my private concerns, I am going on, a 
mighty tax-gatherer before the Lord, and have lately 
had the interest to get myself ranked on the list of 
excise as a supervisor. I am not yet employed as 
such, but in a few years I shall fall into the file of 
supervisorship by seniority. I have had an immense 
loss in the death of the earl of Glencsdm, the pa- 
tron from whom all my fame and good fortune took 
its rise. ^ Independent of my gprateful attachment to 
him, which was indeed so strong that it pervaded 
^y very soid, and was entwined with the thread of 
ay existence : so soon as the prince's friends had 
g(^ in (and every dog, you know, has his day), my 
getting forward in the excise would have been an 
easier business than otherwise it will be. Though 
this was a consummation devoutly to be wished, yet 
thank Heaven, 1 can live and rhyme as 1 am ; and 
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u to mf bojs, poor little fcllowa ! if I caunot pUw 
tkem on as high an elevation iu life aa I could niah, 
i BhiU, If I am fatouredBo much of "the Disposer of 
erentB as to nee that period, tix them on as bruad 
and independent a -basis aa posaible. Among the 
maa; wise adages which have been ireaaured np 1)? 
oar Scottlah ancestors, this is one of the best, 
Bttler be Ihe head o' the comaumaltjf, at the tale tl 
the gentry. 

• But I am got on a subject, which, however intn- 
«itiDg to roe, is of no manner of coneequence lo 
yoa; BO I shall give you e. short poem on the 
other page, and close-this with assuring you how 
aiucetelr I tuive the honour to be jwoia, &e. 



Written OD the blanli leaf of a booli which i pre- 
sented lo a very youi^ lady whom I had formerly 
charHCteriaed nnder the deDomieation of The Bate- 



EUiilud, neu Dumblei, IMh Ptb. 1T91. 

Sir, 
You muat, by this time, have set me down as one 
of ihe moat ungrateful of men. You did me the- 
honour to present me with a booli which does ho- 
m>ur to science and the inlelleclual powen of mair, 
-and 1 have not even so much as acknowledged the 
receipt of it. The fact is, you youraelf are to blame 
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for It. Flattered as I was by your telling me that 
you wished to have my opinion of the work, the 
old spiritual enemy of mankind, who knows well 
that vanity is one of the sins that most easily beset 
me, put it into my head to ponder over the perform- 
ance with' the look-out of a critic, and to draw up, 
forsooth, a deep-learned digest of strictures, on a 
composition, of which, in fact, until I read the 
book, T did not. even know the first principles. I 
own, sir, that, at first glance, several of your pro- 
positions startled me as paradoxical. That the 
martial clangor of a trumpet had something in it 
vastly more grand, heroic, and sublime, than the 
twingle twangle of a jews-harp ; that the delicate 
flexure of a rose-twig, when the half-blown flower 
is heavy with the tears of the dawn, was infinitely 
more beautiful and elegant than the upright stub of 
a burdock ; and that from something innate and 
independent of all association of ideas;— these I 
had set down as irrefragable, orthodox truths, until 
perusing your book shook my faith. — In short, sir, 
except Buciid*s Elements of Geometry y which I made 
a shift to unravel by my father's fire-side, in the 
winter evenings of the first season I held the plough, 
I never read a book which gave me such a qu^tuiQ 
of information,^and added so much to my stock of 
ideas as your " Essays on the Principles of Tcute** 
One. thing, sir, you must forgive my mentioning 
as an uncommon merit in the work, I mean the 
language. To clothe abstract philosophy in ele- 
gance of style, sounds something like a contradic- 
tion in terms ; but yon have convinced me that 
they are quite compatible. 



I encloae yoii some poetic bagatelles of my l«le 
CompoaitioB. The one Jo print ia my ftril essay in 
the way of telling n tule. 



LXXXIX. 

TO MR. CUNNINGHAM. 

IMi H«rch, tTVl- 
If tlic foregoing piece be wtirth yonr «ti4rtui«s, 
let me have them. For mj own part, a thing th« 
I hare Just, composed itlnaj? appears throng)! k 
double portion of that partial medinm in nbich an 
aathor will ever view his own works. I beUevc, ts , 
general, nOTelty has somethigg In it that inebriate* 
the fancy, and not anfreqnently diratpates and 
tames away like other tntoxication, and leairt the 
poor patient, as usual, -with an aching heart. A 
striking Instance of thU might be adduced in the 
revolutionof many a hymeneal hooey-moon. Bnt, 
lest I sink IntosCupid prose, and so aacrllegionsly in- 
trude on the oAicc of my pariah priest, I ahall fill 
up the page in my own way, and give you anolhei 
aong of my late composition, which will appear, 
perhaps. In Johnson's worb, as well aa the fbrmer. 
You must known beautifulJacobileair, T'Atri'ff 
never be peaee till Jamie ermet Aane. When po- 
litical combustion ceases to be the object ot prineei 
and patriots, it then, you know, becomes the lawM 
prey of historians and poets. 

" Bj yon nuile wa' at the clMe of the ity" *c. 



i 
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If yon like the air, and if the stanzas hit your 
fancy, you cannot imagine, my dear friend, how 
much you will oblige me, if, by the charms of 
your delightful Toice, you would give my houest 
effusion to " the memory of joys that are past !" to 
the few friends whom you indulge in that pleasure./ 

But I have scribbled on till I hear the clock has 

intimated the near 'approach of 

'* That hour, o' nighf s blatdt arch the kejr-stane." 



\ ^> good night to you ! Sound be your sleep,'aQd 
I detectable your dreams ! — A-propos, how do you 

like this thought in a ballad I have just now on the 

tapis? ' ' 

^ look to tiie west when I gae to rest. 

That happy my dreams and my slumbers may be ; 
For far in the west is he I lo'e best. 

The lad that is dear to my babie and me ! 

Good night, once more, and God bless you ! > 
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xc. 

TO MRS. DUNLOP. 

Ellisland, 11th April, 1791. 

once more able, my honoured friend, to re- 

you, with my own hand, thanks for the many 

Luces of your friendship, and particularly ibr 

kind anxiety in this last disaster that my evil 

us had in store for me. However, life is che> 

ed — joy and sorrow— for on Saturday morn- 

ast, Mrs. Burns made me a present of a fine 

rather stouter, but not so handsome as your 

on was at his time of life. Indeed I look on 

little namesake to be my chef d^csmr^ in 

species of manufacture, as I look on Tom o' 

[ter to be my standard performance in the 

leal line.^ Tis true both the one and the other 

»ver a spice of roguish waggery that might, 

aps, be as well spared: but then they also 
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show, ia my opinion, a force of genius, and a 
finishing polish, that I despair of ever excelling. 
Mrs. Bums is getting stoat again, and laid as lustily 
ahoat her to-day at breakfast, as a reaper from the 
oom-ridge. That is the peculiar privilege and 
blessing of our hale sprightly damsels, that are bred 
among the hay and heather. We cannot hope for 
that highly polished mind, that charming delicacy 
of soul, which is found among the fe^nale world 
in the more elevated stations of life, and which ii 
certainly by far the most bewitching charm in the 
famous cestus of Venus. It is, indeed, snch an in- 
estimable treasure, that where it can be had in iti 
native heavenly purity, unstained by some one or 
other of the many shades of affectation, and un- 
alloyed by some one or other of the many speciei 
of caprice, I declare to Heaven, I should think it 
cheaply purchased at the expense of every other 
earthly good ! But as this angdic creature is, I am 
afndd, extremely rare in any station and raiik of 
life, and- totally denied to such a' humble oiie as 
mine;, we meaner mortals must put up with the 
next rank of female excellence — as fine a figure and 
faccwe can produce as any rank of life whatever; 
rustic, native grace ; unaffected modesty, and un- 
sullied purity ; nature's mother-wit^ and the rudi- 
ments- of .taste; a simplicity of soul, unsuspicious 
of, because unacquainted with, the crooked ways of 
a selfish, interested, disingenuous world ; and the 
dearest charm of aU the rest, a yielding sweetness 
of disposition, and a generous warmth of heart, 
grateful for love on our part, an^ ardently glowing 
with a more than equal return : these, with a 
healthy frame, a ^oxm^, ^%<ScQas constitutioni 
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which yonr hig^ec ranks can scarcely ever hope to 
enjoy, are the charms of lovely woman in my hum> 
ble walk of life. 

This is the greatest effort my broken arm has yet 
made. Do let me h^ar, by first post, how cher petit 
Monsieur comes on with his small-pox. May Al- 
mighty goodness preserve and restore him ! 



XCI. 
TO • • • 



Dear Sir, 
1 AM exceedingly te blame in not writing yon long 
ago ; but the truth is, that I am the most indplenr 
of all human beings ; and when I matriculate in 
the herald's office, I intend that my supporters 
shall be two sloths, my crest a slow-worm, and the 
motto, ** Deil tak the foremost !" So much by way 
of apology for not thanking you sooner for your 
kind execution of my commission. 

I would have sent you the poem : but somehow 
or other it found its way into the public papers, 
where you must have seen it. 



I am ever, dear sir, yours sincerely, 

BoBERT Burns. 



I 



TO MR. CUNNINOKAU.~ 

Let ue intereal you, m; dear Cunningham, in be 
half of the genlleman wlio w^ts on yaa with itui. 
He la a Mr. Clarke, of MoSkt, principal acliool- 
master there, and ie at present enflering sererdf 
DDder the * * * of one or two powerful indiri- 
duftls of his employers. He Is accused of harsbness 
to • • " thai were placed under his care. God help 
the teacher, if a man of Braeihility and genias, and 
inch ii my friend Clarke, wheo a booby father pre- 
tenU him with bis booby son, and insisls on li^tii^ 
up the rays of science in a fellow's head wlK>se skull 
is imperclons and inaccessible by any other way tban 
a pontile fracture with a cudgel : a fellow whom, 
ifl fact, il saronra of impiety to attempt nakiag a 
scholar of, as he has been marked a blockhead in . 
the book of fate, at the almighty fiat of his Creator. 
The patrons of MoSat-scbool are the ministers, 
magistrates, and town-conndl of Edinburgh ; aod 
as the business comes now before Ihem, let me 
hef^ my dearest friend to do every thing in bis 
jxiwer to serve the Interests of a man of genius and 
worth, and a man whom 1 particularly respect and 
esteem. You know some good fellows among the 
magistracy and council, •••••• 

• • • but particularly you have much to say 
iHth a reverend gentleman, to whom ;on have the 
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of being rery newly related, and whom tlus 
r and age have had the honour to produce. 

not name the historian of Charles V.* I 
a, through the medium of his nephew's iu^ 
:, that Mr. Clarke is a gentleman who will 
grace even lus patronage. I know the merits 
cause thorouglily, and say it, that my friend 
ng a sacrifice to prejudiced ignorance, and 
. CkNi help the children of dependence! 
and persecuted by their enemies, and too 
alas! almost unexceptionably, received by 
riends with cUsrespect and reproach, under 
:n disguise of cold civility and humiliatiug 
O t to be a sturdy savage, stalking in the 
of his independence, amid the solitary 
if his deserts ; rather than in civilized life, 
sly to tremble for a subsistence, precarious as 
price of a fellow-creature ! Everyiman has 
ues, and no man is without his fiulings ; and 
•n that privileged plsdn-dealing of friendship, 

in the hour of my calamity, cannot reach 
he helping hand, without at the same time 
g out those fiulings, and apportioning them 
hare in procuring my present distress. My 
, for such the world calls ye, aud such ye 
yonl-selves to be, pass by my virtues if you 
but ao, also, spare my follies : the first will 
I in my breast for themselves^ and thtf last 
e pain enough to the ingenuous nund without 
\nd since deriating more or less from the 
»f propriety and rectitude must be incident 

>r. Robertson was unde to Mr. Cunningham. 
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to human nature, do thoa. Fortune, put it in my 
power, always from myself, and of myself, to bear 
the consequences of those errors ! I do not want to 
be independent that I may sin, but I want to be in- 
dependent in my sinning. 

To return, in this rambling letter, to the sul^ect 1 4 
I set out with, let me recommend my fnend, Mr. 
Clarke, to your acquaintance and good offices; bis 
worth entitles him to the one, and his gratitude will 
merit the other. I long much to hear from 70a. 
Adieu 1 



XCIII. 
TO THE EARL OF BUCRAN. 

My Lord, 
Language sinks under the ardour of my feelings 
when I would thank your lordship for the honour 
you have done me in inviting me to make one at 
the coronation of the bust of Thomson. In my 
first enthusiasm in reading the card you did me\he 
honour to write to me, I overlooked every obstacle, 
and determined to go ; but I fear it will not be in 
my power. A week or two's absence, in the very 
middle of my harvest, is what I much doubt I dare 
not venture on. 

Your lordship hints at an ode for the occasion t 
but who could write after Collins ? I read over his 
verses to the memory of Thomson, and despaired.^ 
I got, indeed, to the length of three or four stanzas, 
in the way of addxe&ft to the shade of the bard, on 
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crowning his bust. I shall trouble yonr lordship 
with the subjoined copy of them, which, I am 
afraid, will be but too convincing a proof how une- 
qual I am to the task. However, it affords me an 
opportunity of approaching your lordship, and de- 
claring how sincerely and gratefully I have the 
honour to be, &c. >. 



XCIV. 

TO LADY E. CUNNINGHAM. 

My Lady, 
I WOULD, as usual, have availed myself of the pii« 
▼ilege your goodness has allowed me, of sending 
yoii any thing I compose in my poetical way ; but 
as I had resolved, so soon as t^e shock of my irre- 
parable loss would allow me, to pay a tribute to my 
Hate benefactor, I determined to make that the first 
piece I should do myself the honour of sending you. 
Had the wing of my fancy been equal to the ardour 
of my heart, the enclosed had been much more 
worthy your perusal : as it is, I beg leave to lay it 
at your ladyship's feet. As all the world knows my 
obligatioas to the late earl of Glencairn, I would 
wish to show as openly that my heart glo\vs, and 
shall ever glow, with the most grateful sense and 
remembrance of his lordship's goodness. The sa« 
bles I 4id myself the honour to wear to his Iprd- 
ship's memory, were not the " mockery of woe." 
Nor shall my gratitude perish with m^ ! — ^If, among 

B 2 
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mj children, I shall have a son that has a heart, he 
shall hand it down to his child as a family honour, 
and a family debt, that my dearest existence I owe 
to the noble house of Glencafm ! 

I was about to say, my lady, that if you think the 
poem may venture to see the light, I would, in 
tome way or oUier, give it to the world.* 



xcv. . 

TO MR. AINSLIE. 

My dear AiNSLiE, 
Can you minister to a mind diseased? Can you, 
amid the horrors of penitence, regret, remorse, 
head-ache, nausea, and all the rest of the d — d 
hounds of hell, that beset a poor wretch who has 
been guilty' of the sin of drunkenness — can yon 
speak peace to a troubled soul ? 

Miserable perdu that I am ! I have tried every 
thing that used to amuse me, but in vain : here 
must I sit, a monument of the vengeande laid up 
in store for the wicked, slowly counting every chick 
of the clock as it slowly — slowly, numbers over these 
lazy scoundrels of hours, who, d — ^n them, are 
ranked up before^ me, every one at his neighbour's 
backside, and ^ery one with a burden of anguish 
on his back, to pour on my devoted head — and there 
is none to pity me. My wife scolds me ! my busi- 
ness torments me, and my sins come staring tne-in 

• The Lament for JaxoM, Earl of Glencairn.— See Potms. 
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the face, every one tellitig a more bitter tale than 
his fellow. — ^When I tell you ^en • * » has lost, 
its power to t>lease, yow will guess something of my 
hell within^ and all around me. — I began Elibankt 
and ElibraeSy but the stanzas fell unenjoyed and 
unfinished from my listless tongue ; at last I luckily 
thought of reading over an old letter of yours that 
lay by me in my book-case, and I felt something, 
for the first time since I opened my eyes, of plea- 
surable existence. Well — I begin to breathe a 

little, since I began to write you. How are yoti I 
and what are you doing ? How goes law ? A-pro- 
pos, for connexion's sake, do not address to me sn- 
penrisor, for that is an honour I cannot pretend to 
•—I am on the list, as we call it, for a supervisor, 
and will be called out by and by to act as one ; but 
at present I am a simple ganger, tho' t'other day I' 
got an appointment to an excise division of 25/. per 
arm, better than the rest. My present income, 
down money, is 70/. per arm, 

I have one or two good fellows here whom you 
would be glad to know. 



XCVl. 

TO MISS DAVIES. 

It is impossible, madam, that the generous warmth 
and angelic purity of your youthful mind can have 
an/ idea^ of that moral disease under which I nn- 
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happily must rank as the chief of sinners ; I mean a 
terpitode of the moral powers, that may he called 
a lethargy of conscience.—- In Tidn Remorse rears 
her horrent crest,' and rouses all her snakes : be- 
neath the deadly fixed eye and leaden hand of Indo- 
lence, their wildest ire is charmed into the torpor J 
of the bat, slumbering out the rigours of winter in ] 
the chink of a ruined wall. Nothing less, madam, 
could ha^e made me so long neglect your obligii^; ! 
commands. Indeed I had one apology-- the baga- ? 
telle was not worth presenting. Besides, so strongly \ 
am I interested in Miss D * * * 's f^te and welfare in \ 
the serious business of life, amid its chances and 
changes ; that to make her the subject of a silly ' 
ballad, is downright mockery of these ardent 
feelings; 'tis like an impertinent jest to a dying 
ftiend. 

Oradous^Heaven ! why this disparity between our 
wishes and our powers ? Why is the most generous 
wish to make others blest, impotent and ineffectual 
—as the idle breeze that crosses the pathless de- 
sert ? In my walks of life I have met with a few 
people to whom how gladly would I hare said^ — 
'< Go, be happy ! I know that your Jiearts have been 
wounded by the scorn of the proud, whom accident 
has placed above you — or worse still, in whose 
han(^ are, perhaps, placed many of the comforts of 
your life. But there ! ascend that rock. Indepen- 
dence, and look justly down on their littleness of 
soul. Make the worthless tremble under your in- 
dignation, and the foolish sink before your con- 
tempt ; and largely impart that happiness to others,^ - 
which, I am certain, will give yourselves so much 
pleasure to bestow. 



>• 
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Why, dear madam, must I wake from this de- 
Ughtf^ reverie, aod find it all- a dream ? Why, ' 
amid my generous enthusiasm, must I find myself 
poor and powerless, incapable of wiping, one tear 
from the eye of pity^ or of adding one comfort to 
the Mend I love ? — Out upon the world ! say I, 
that its affairs are administered so ill ! They talk of 
reform ; — good Heaveii ! what a reform would. I 
■lake among the sons, and even the daughters of 
men! — Down, immediately, should go fools from 
the high places where misbegotten chance has perked 
them up, and through life should they skulk, ever 
haunted by their native insignificance, as the body 
marches accompanied by its shadow. — As for a much 
more formidable class, the knaves, I am at a loss 
what to do with them : — had I a world^ there should 
not be a knave in it. 



But the hand that could give, I would liberally 
fill ; and I would pour delight on the heart that , 
could kindly forgive and generously love. 

Still, the inequalities of life are, among men, 
comparatively tolerable — but there is a delicacy, a 
temtemess, accompanying 6very view in which we 
can place lovely Woman, that are grated and shock- 
ed at the rude, capricious distinctions of fortune. 
Woman is the blodd-royal of life : let there be 
slight degrees of precedency among them — but kt 
them be all sacred. — ^Whether this last sentiment 
be right or wrong, I am not accountable ; it is an 
original component ifeature of my mind. 



TO MRS. DDNLOP. 

Uililud, im Dwonber, IIOU 

Mant thanks to fon, mailam, for your i^od oewi 
repecting the little floweret and the mother-plaDt. 
I hope my poetic prayers hare been heard, aiid will 
be answered np to the warmest sincerily of their 
fullest extent ; and then Mra. Henri will find her 
little darling the repreeentative of hie late parent, 
ii every thing but his abridged existence. 

I have just finished the foUowing song, which, (o 
a lady the descendant of Wallace, and many heroes 
of his traly iUuBtriona line, and herself the mo- 
ther of sereial soldiers, needs neither preface nor 
aimlogy. 

" PMvnU thou tHiinj, thou gnen euth, lad jtMti.' 



:« that gave rise to the feregoing 
verses, was looliiag over, with a mnsical Mead, 
M'Donold's collection of Highland aira, I was Btmck 
with one, an Isle of Siiye tone, entitled Oron an 
Joig, or The Song of Death, to the measure of 
which I have adapted my slaozas. I have of late 
composed Two or three other little pieces, :whleh, 
ere yon full-orbed moon, whose broad iinpndeDt 
face lunr stares at old mother earth all night, shall 
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have sbnmk into a modest- crescent, just peeping 
forth at dewy dawn, I shall find an hour to tran- 
scribe for you. A Dieuje tfous commende ! 



XCVIII. 
TO MRS. DUNLOP. 

6th January, 179c. 

YoD see my hurried life, madam ; I can only com- 
mand starts of time : however, I am glad of one 
thing ; since I finished the other sheet, the political 
blast that threaten^ my welfare is overblown. I 
have corresponded with commissioner Graham, for 
the board had made me the subject of their animad- 
versions ; and now I have the pleasure of informing 
you, that all is set to rights in that quarter. Now 
as to these informers, may the devil be let loose to 
but hold ! I was praying most fervently in my 
last sheet, and I must not so soon fall a ^wearing 
ktthis. 

Alas ! how little do the wantonly or idly officious 
think what mischief they do by thdr malicious in- 
sinuations, indirect impertinence, or thoughtless 
blabbings ! What a difference there is in intrinsic 
worth, candour, benevolence, generosity, kindness 
— in sdl t^e charities and all the virtues, between 
one class of human beings and another ! For in- 
stance, the amiaUe circle I so lately mixed with in 
the hospitable hall of D * * % their generous hearts 
—^ their uncontamlnated dignified minds— their in- 
formed and polished «nderstandings-:-what a con- 
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trast, when compared — if such comparing were not 
downright sacrilege — with the soul of the nuft> 
creant who can deliberately plot the destruction of 
an honest man that never offended him, and with a 
grin of satis^tion see the unfortunate beings his 
ffuthful wife and prattling innocents, turned over to 
beggary and ruin ! 

Your cup, my dear madam, arrived safe. I had 
two worthy fellows dining with ipe the other day, 
when I, with great formality, produced my whig- 
meleerie cup, and told them that it had been i 
£uuily-piece among the descendants of sir WUliam 
Wallace. This roused such an enthusiasm, that 
they insisted on bumpering the punch round in it ; 
and, by and by, never did your great ancestor la^r a 
Suthron more completely to rest, than for a time 
did your cup my two friends. A-propos I this is the 
season of wishing. May God bless you, my dear 
friend I and bless me, the hnmbiest and sinoerest 
of your friends, by granting you yet niany retunm 
of the season! May all good things attend you 
and yours wherever they are scattered over (be 
earth ! . 

XCIX, 

TO MR. WIULIAM SMELLIE, PRINTER. 

Thuatxiet, 2id January, 1798. 
1 SIT down, my dear sir,- to introduce a young lidjr 
to you, and a lady in the first rank of fashion, too. 
What a taslc ! to you — who care no more for the 
lierd of animals cidled young ladies, than you do tor 
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the herd of animals called young gentlemen. To 
yon — who despise and detest the groupings and 
combinations of fashion, as an idiot painter that 
seems industrious to place staring fools and unprin- 
cipled knaves in the foreground of his picture, 
while men of sense and honesty are too often 
thrown in the dimmest shades. Mrs. Riddel, who 
will take this 4etter to town with her, and send it 
to you, is a character that, even in your own way as 
a natnraUst and a philosopher, would be an acquisi- 
tion to your acquaintance. The lady too is a votary 
of the muses ; and as I think myself somewhat of a 
judge in my own trade, I assure you that her verses, 
always correct, and often elegant, are much beyond 
the common run of the lady-poetesses of the day. 
She is a great admirer of your book ; and, hearing 
me say that.I was acquainted with you, she begged 
to be known to you, as she is just going to pay her 
first visit to our Caledonian capital. I told her that 
her best way was,^ to desire her near relation, and 
your intimate friend, Craigdarroch, to have you at 
his house while she was there ; and lest you might 
think of a lively West Indian girl of eighteen, as 
girls of eighteen too often deserve to be thought of, 
I should take care to remove that prejudice. To be 
imp^'tial, however, in appreciating the lady's me- 
rits, she has one unlucky failing: a failing which 
yon will easily discover, as she seems rather pleased 
^th indulging in it ; and a failing that you will as 
•easily p^don, as it is a sin which very much besets 
yourself; — where she dislikes or despises, she is 
apt to make no more a secret of it, than where she 
esteems and respects. 
I will not present you writh the unmeaning etwi- 
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pUmenU <jf the seastm, but I will send^you my wton- 
est wishes aad most ardent prayers, that Fortunb 
may never throw your subsistence to the mercy 
of a knave, or set your character on the judgiueDt 
of a FOOL ; but that, upright and erect, you may 
walk to an honest grave, where men of letters shall 
say, * iiere lies a man who did honour to science V 
and men of worth shall say, * Here lies a man Who 
did honour to human nature !' 



C. 
TO MR, W. NICOL. 

80th February, 1798. 

O THOU, wisest, among the wise, meridian blaze of 
prudence, full moon of discretion, and chief of many 
counsellors ! How infinitely is thy puddled-headed, 
rattled-headed, wrong-headed, round-headed slave 
iBddi>ted to thy supereminent goodness, that from 
the luminous path of thy own right-lined rectitude, 
thou lookest benignly down on an orring wretch, of 
whom the zig-zag wanderings defy all the powers 
of calculation, from the simple copulation of units 
up to the hidden mysteries of fluxions : May one 
feeble ra^ of that light of wisdom which darts from 
thy sensorium, straight as the arrow of heaven, and 
bright as the meteor of inspiration, may it be my 
portion, so that 1 may be less unworthy of the face 
and favour of that father of proverbs and master of 
maxims, that antipode of folly, and magnet among 
the sages, the wise and witty Willie Nicol ! Amen ! 
Amen ! Yea, so be it ! 
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For tne ! I am a beast, a reptUe, and know no- 
ing ! From the cave of my ignorance, amid th( 
^ of my dnlness, and pestilential fumes of my 
litical heresies, I look np to thee, as doth a ioad 
rough the iron-barred lucerne of a pestiferous 
ingeon, to the cloudless glory of a summer sun ! 
»rely sighing in bitterness of soul, I say, when 
all my name be the quotation of the wise, and my 
nntenance be the delight of the godly, like the 11- 
strious lord of Laggan's many hills ? * As for him, 
s works are perfect : never did the pen of calumny 
ar the fair page of his reputation, nor the bolt of 
tred fly at his dwelling. 

• • • ' . • • ' • 

Thou mirror of purity, when shall the elfine lamp 
my glimmerous understanding, purged from sen- 
al appetites and gross desires, shine like the Con- 
ellation of thy intellectual powers"? — ^As for thee, 
y thoughts are pure, and thy lips are holy. Ne- 
r did the unhallowed breath of the powers of 
irkness, and the pleasures of darkness, pollute the 
cred flame Of thy sky-descended and heaven- 
mnd desires : never did the vapours of impurity 
sdn the unclouded serene of thy cerulean imagi- 
ition. O that like thine were the tenor of my life ! 
le thine the tenor of my conversation \ then should 
» friend fear for my strength, no enemy rejoice in 
y weakness ! then should I lie down and rise up, 
kd none to make me afraid. — May thy pity and thy 
uyer be exercised for, O thou lamp of wisdom and 
irror of morality ! thy devoted slave.f 

• Mr. NicoL 

t ThU strain of irony was excited by » letter of Mr. Kicol, 

Qtaining good advice. 



i 






Since I wrote to you the last li 
have not had time to write yoir 
say that I had not time, that, as i 
the three demons, indolence, bus 
have so completely shared my h* 
as not to leave me a five-minutes 
Up a pen in. 

Thank heaven, I feel my spirits 
with the renovating year. Nov 
earnest take up Thomson's son} 
thinks I have used him unkindh 
with too much appearance of ( 
Do you know the much-admired 
called The Sutor*8 Dochter ? It is 
ite of mine, and I have written 
of my best songs to it. I will 
was sung with great applause ii 
circles by Major Robertson of L 
with his corps. 
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? I do not know that my name is matriculated, 
he heralds call it, at all : but I have invented 
3 for myself, so you know I shall be chief of the 
e ; and, by courtesy of Scotland, will likewise 
entitled to supporters. These, however, I do 
intend having on my seal. I am a bit of a he- 
, and shall give you, secundum artem, my arms, 
oi field, azure, a holly bush, seeded, proper, in 
; a shepherd's pipe and crook, saltier-wise, 
proper, in chief. On a wreath of the colours, a 
d-lark perching on a sprig of bay-tree, proper, 
crest. Two .mottoes: round the top of the 
t, FFbod notes wild; at the bottom of the shield, 
le usual place. Better a wee bush than nae hield, 
he shepherd's pipe and crook I do not mean 
nonsense of painters of Arcadia, but a Stock 
Horn, and a Club, such as you see at the liead 
Jlau Ramsay, in Allan's quarto edition of the 
He Shepherd, By the bye, do you know Allan ? 
uust be a man of very great genius — Why is he 
more known? — Has he no patrons? or do 
)verty's cold wind and crushing rain beat Jseen 
heavy" on him ? I once, and but once, got a 
ce of that noble edition of that noblest pastoral 
le world ; and dear as it was, I mean, dear as to 
Kx:ket, I would have bought it, but I was told 
it was printed and engraved for subscribem 
. He is the only artist who has hit genuine^ 
>ral costume. What, my dear Cunningham, is 
e in riches, that they narrow and harden the 
t so ? I think, that were I as rich as the ran, 
raid be as generous as the day; but as I have 
eason to imagine my soul a nobler one than any 
r man's, I must*conclude that wealth.imparts a 
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bii-d-lime quality to the possessor, at which the 
man, in his native poverty, would have revolted. 
What has led me to this, is the idea of such merit 
as Mr. Allan possesses, and such riches as a nabob 
or government contractor possesses, and why they 
do not form a mutual league. Let wealth shelter 
and cherish unprotected merit, and the gratitude 
and celebrity of that merit will richly repay it. 



CII. 

TO MRS. DUNLOP. 

Annan Water Foot, 22d Auguat, 1792. 

Do not blame me for Tt, Madam — my own con- 
science, hackneyed and weather-beaten as it is, in 
watching and reproving my vagaries, follies, indo- 
lence, &c, has continued to blame and pupish me 
sufficiently. ' 



Do you think it possible, my dear and honoured 
fiiend, that I oould be so lost to gratitude for many 
favours ; tp estean for much 'worth, and to' the 
honest, kind, pleasurable tie of, now old acquaint- 
ance, and I hope and am sure of progressive in- 
creasing friendship — as, for a single day, not to 
think of you — to ask the Fates what they are doing^ 
and about to do with my much-loved friend an<r 
her wide-scattered connexions, and jto beg of them 
to be as kind to you and yours as they possibly 
can ? 



1 



BURNS'S tSTTERS. ' 93 

A-propbs ! (though how it is A-propos, I have not 
kisaxe to explain.) Do yon know that 1 am almost 
in love with an acquaintance of yours ? Almost ! 
laid I — I am in love, souse ! over head and ears, 
deep as the most unfathomable abyss of the boupd- 
less ocean ; but the word Love, owing to the inter- 
mingledoms of the good, and the bad, the pure and 
the impure, in this world, being rather an equi- 
vocal term for expressing one*s sentiments and sen- 
sations, I must do justice to the sacred purity of my 
attachment. Know, then, that the heart-strock 
awe, the distant humble approach, the delight we 
should have in gazing upon and listening to a Mes- 
senger of Heaven, appearing in all the unspotted 
parity of his celestial home, among the coarse, pol- 
luted, for inferior sons <of men, to deliver to them 
tidings that make their hearts swim in joy, and 
their imaginatidns soar in transport — such, so de- 
lighting and so pure, were the emotions of my sobI 
on meeting the other day with Miss L * * B * * *, 
your neighbour ^t M * * * *. Mr. B. with his 
two daughters, accompanied by Mr. H • • • of 

• * • *, passing through Dumfries a few days 
ago, on their way to {England, did me the honour 
of calling on me; on whidi I took my horse 
(though Qod knows I could ill spare the time), and 
accompanied them fourteen or fifteen miles, and 
dined and spent the day with them. 'Twas abont 
nine, I think, when Lleft them; and, riding home, 

1 composed the foUowing ballad, of which you will 
probably think you have a dear bargain, as it will 
eo6t you another groat of postage. You must know 
•that there is an old ballad beginning with— 



< 
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w jt bonnlv Lcilej, fte. 



So mnch for balladii. I tegni that yon an gme 
10 the east country, aa I am to be ia Ayrehire ii 
•bout a fortnight, lliis world of oars, notwilh- 
ttaixliiig it has many good things in it, yet it hat 
ever had tliii curse, that two or three people, who 
wonld be the happier the oftencr they mEct li^. 
ther, are, alnTost withoot exception, idways m 
placed as nerer to meet but once or twice s-yeu, 
which, considering tlie few years of a man's l^e, 
it a Tcry great " eril nader the luo,"- which I do 
pot recollect that Sohimon has mentioned is hi* 
caudogue of the miseries of man. I hope and ba- 
lieie that there is a state of existence b^ond the 
grare, where the worthy of this life will renew 
their former intimacies, with this endearing uldi- 
tloo, that " we meet to part no more 1" 



A thonisnd dnes have I made this apoMro;^ to 
tbe departed sons of men, bnt not one of them baa 
ever iboaj^t fit to uiawer the qneMton. " O that 



BURN^S LETTERS. 2^ 

some conrteoiifl ghost woiild blab it out !" but it 
cannot be ; you and I, my Mend, must make the 
experinient by ourselves, and for ourselves. How- 
ever, I am so convinced that an unshaken faith in 
the doctrines of religion is not only necessary, by 
making us better men, but also by making us hap« 
pier men, that I shall take every care that your 
little godson, and every little creature that shall call 
me father, shall^ taught them. 

So ends this heterogeneous letter, written at 
this wild place of the world, in the intervals of 
my labour of discharging a vessel of rum froin 
Antigua. 

CIII. 
TO MR. CUNNINGHAM. 

Dumfides, loth Sept. 1799. 

No ! I vnU not attemut an apology. Amid all my 
harry of business, grinding thefoces of the publican 
and the sinner -on the merciless wheels of the ex- 
cise ; making ballads, and then drinking, and sing- 
ing Uiem ; and, over and above all, the correcting 
the press-work x»f two different publications, still, 
still I might have stolen five minutes to dedicate to 
one of the first of my frienda and fellow-creatures. 
I might have done, as I do at present, snatched an 
hour near " witching time of night," and scrawled 
a page or two. I might have congratulated my 
friend on his marriage; or I might have thanked 
the Caledonian archers for the honour they have 
done me (though to do myself justice, 1 intended 
to have done both in rhyme, else I had done both 

VOL. II. C 
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long ere now). Well, then, here is to your good 
health ! for you must know I have set a nipperkin 
of toddy by me, just by way of spell, to keep away 
the meikled-homed deil, or any of his subaltern 
imps who may be on their nightly rounds. 

But what shall I write to you ? ** The voice said, 
Cryl" and I said, " What shall I cry?" O, thou 
spirit ! whatever thou art, or wher^v^r thott maliest 
thyself visible ! be thou a bogle by the eei-ie side of 
an auld thorn, in the dreary glen throbgh which 
the herd callan maun bicker in his gloamin route 
frae the faulde ! Be thou a brownie, set, at dead of 
night, to thy task by the blazing ingle, oi* in the 
solitary barn, where the repercussions of thy irou 
flail hsdf affright thyself as thou performest the work 
of twenty of the sons of men, ere the cock-crowiog 
summon thee to thy ample cog of substantial brose ! 
Be thou a kelpie, haunting the ford or ferry, iu 
the starless night, mixing thy laughing yell with the 
howling of the storm and the roaring of the flood, 
as thou viewest the perils and miseries of man on 
the foundering horse, or in the tumbling boat! 
Or, lastly, be thou a ghost, paying thy nocturnal 
visits tp the hoary ruins of decayed grandeur ; or 
performing thy mystic rites in the shadow of the 
• time-worn church, while the moon looks, without 
a cloud, on the silent ghastly dwellings of the dead 
around thee ; or taking thy stand by the bedside of 
the villsdn, or the murderer, portraying on his 
dreaming fancy, pictures, dreadful as the horrors of 
unveiled hell, and terrible as the wrath of inceusied 
Deity I Come, thou spirit ! but not in these horrid 
forms : come with the milder, gentle, easy inspira- 
tions which thou \wt«i\tf»X \wjcLd the wig of a 
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pr£tting advocate, or the tete of a tea-sipping gossip, 
while their tongues run at the light horse gallop of 
clish-maclaver for ever and ever — come and assist 
a poor devil who is quite jaded in the attempt to 
sdare half an idea among half an hundred words ; 
to fill up four quarto pages, while he has not got 
one single sentence of recollection, information, or 
remark, worth putting pen to paper for. i 

: I feel, I feel the presence of supernatural assist* 
ance ! circled in the embrace of my elbow-chair, 
my breast labours like the bloated Sibyl on her 
^hree-footed stool, and like her too, labours with 
Nonsei^se. Nonsense, auspicious name! Tutor, 
Mend, and finger-post in the mystic mazes of law; 
the cadaverous paths of physic ; and particularly in 
the sightless soarings of school divinity, who, 
leaving Common Sense confounded at his strength 
of pinion. Reason, delirious with eyeing his giddy 
flight ; and Truth creeping back into the bottom of 
her w:ell, cursing the hour that ever she offered her 
scorned alliance to' the wizard power of Theologic 
Vision — raves abroad on all the winds. '' On earth. 
Discord! a gloomy Heaven above, opening her 
jealous gates to the nineteen thousandth part of 
the tithe of mankind! and below, an inescapable 
and inexorable Hell, expanding its leviathan jaws 
for the vast residue of mortals ! ! !" O doctrine ! 
comfortable and healing to the weary, wounded 
soul of man ! Ye sons and daughters of afl9iction, 
ye pauvres misirabies^ to whom day brings np plea- 
sure, and night yields no rest, be comforted. " "lis 
but one to nineteen hundred thousand that your 
situation will mend in this world ;" so, alas ! the > 
experience of the poor and the needy too ofteu 
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affinns ; and, 'tis nineteen hundred thousand to 
one hut the dogmas of • • *'*, that you will be 
damned eternally in the world to come ! 

But of all Nonsense, miigious Nonsense is the 
most nonsensical ; so enough, and more than enough 
of it. Only, by the bye, wiU you, or can you tell 
me, my dear Cunningham, why a sectarian turn ot 
mind has always a tendency to narrow and illebe<- 
ralize the heart? They are orderiy; they may be 
just ; nay, I have known them merciful ; but still 
your children of sanctity mcfve among their fellow-- 
creatures, with a nostrU-snufflng putrescence, and 
a foot-spuming fflth ; in short, with a conceited 
dignity that your titled ••••••# 

» * * or any other of your Scottish lordlings 
of seven centuries standing, display when they ac-^ 
cidentally m|x among the many-aproned sons of 
mechanical life. I remember, in my plough-boy 
days, I could not conceive it possible that a noble 
lord cohld be a fool, or a godly man could be a 
Icnave. How ignorant are plough^i^boys 1 Nay, I 
have since discovered that a godly woman may be a 
• • • •i—But hold— Here's fye again—this 

rum is generous Antigua, so a very unfit men- 
struum for scandal. 

A-propos ! How do you lilce, I mean really like,' 
the married life? Ah! my friend, matrimony is 
quite a different thing from what your love-sick 
youths and sighing girls take it to be ! But mar- 
riage, .we are told, is appointed by God, and I shall 
never quarrel with any of his institutions. I am a 
husband of older standing than you, and shall giv6 
you my ideas of the conjugal state (en passaniy yon 
know 1 am no Latlnlst : is not conjugal derived from 
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jugum, a yoke ?) Well, then, the scale >of good 
wifeship I divide into tea parts:—- Good-natDre, 
foar; iGood Sense,' two; Wit, one; Personal 
Channs, yiz. a sweet foce, eloquent eyes, fine Umhs, 
graceful carriage (I would add a fine waist too, hut 
that is so soon spoilt you know), all these, one ; as 
for the other qualities belonging to, or attending 
on a wife, such as Fortune, Connenons, Education 
(I mean education extraordinary). Family Blood, 
&c., divide the two remaining degrees among thera 
as yon please ; only remember that all these minor 
properties must he expressed by /inactions, for there 
is not any one of them, in the aforesaid scale, en- 
titled to the dignity of an integer. 

As for the rest of my fEmcies and reveries— how I 
lately met with Miss L • * * • B * • • *, the most 
beautiful, elegant woman in the world— how I ac- 
ix>mpanied her and her father's family fifteen mU&i 
on their journey out of pure devotion, to admire the 
loveliness of the works of God, in such an un*> 
equalleddisplayof them— how, in galloping home 
at night, I made a ballad on her, of which these 
two stanzas made a part— 

Thou, bonnie L * * *, art a queen. 

Thy subjects we before thee; 
Thou, bonnie L • • •, art divine. 

The hearts o' men adore thee. 

I 

The very Deil he could na scathe 

' Whatever wad belang thee 1 
He'd look into thy bonnie face, . 
And say, * I canna wrang thee T 

•—Behold all these things are written in the chro- 



i 



30 BUBN»'* LBTTBM. 

nicies of m; imaginittkHit, and Bhall be read % 
thee, my deitr friend, and by thy beloTed gpoll9e,i]ll 
other dear frieod, at a mare ronrenlent aeaaon. 

Now, to thee, and to thy before-deaipiefl totsm- 
cotQpaiiion, be given the precious thinga brot^ht 
forth by the san, aiid the precioas things broDgtat 
forth by the moon, luid the beDisneet inanences of 
the itars, and the livit^ streams which flow from 
the fotiat^ns of life, and bjr the tree of life, for em 
and ever 1 Amen ! 



DumMn, Itith Sspt. 1T9L 

Sir, 
1 HAVE just this moment got jonr letter. As the 
reqoeflt yon make to me will posttlvely add to my 
«njoyineiitB in complying with it, [ shall enter iiito 
ytnir undertaking with all the small portion of abi- 
litiea I have, BlraJned to thdr utmost erortion by 
the impulse of enthnsiium. Only, don't hon? me : 
" D^l tak the hindmost," is by no means the cri dt 
guerrt of my muse. Will you, as I am infenor to 
Qooe .of yon in enthasia.''Cic atlachmeut to the poetry 
and music of old Caledonia, and, since you request 
it, hare cheerfully promised my mite of aarfstance— 
_ will yon let me hare a list of your airs, mth the first 
line of the printed rersea yon intend for them, that 
I may have an opportunity of suggesting any altera- 
tion that may occur to me. Yon know 'tis In the 
waypf my trade; atiil leaving jou, gentlemen, the 
' ■ ■ J ri^t of publishers, to approve or r^ect. 
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at your pleasure, for ycmr own publication. A-pro- 
pos ! if you are for English verses, there is, on my 
part, an end of the matter. Whether in the sim- 
plicity of the ballad, or the pathos .of the song, I 
can only ^ope to please myself in being allowed at 
least a sprinkling of our native tongue. English 
verses, particularly the works of Scotsmen, that have 
merit, are certainly very eligible. Tweedtide ! Ah ! 
the poor shepherd^ » mournful fate ! Ah ! Chris could 
I now but sit, &c, yon cannot mend; but such in- 
sipid stuff as. To Fannjf fair could I impart, &c, 
usually set to The MiU, Mill O, is a disgrace to the 
collections in which it has already appeared, and 
would doubly disgrace a collection that will have 
the very superior merit of yours. But more of this 
in the £EU*ther prosecution of the business, if 1 am 
called on for my strictures and amendments — I 
say amendments; for I will not alter except where 
I myself at least think that I amend. 

As to any remuneration, you may think my songs 
dther above or below price ; for they shall absolutely 
be the one or the other. In the honest enthusiasm 
with which I embark in your under^king, to talk 
of money, wages, fee, hire, Si.c, would be downright 
prostitution of soul! A proof of each of the songs 
that I compose or amend, I shall receive as a favour. 
In the rustic phrase of the season, ** Gude speed 
the warkl" 

I am. Sir, 
Your very humble servant, 

R. Burns. 

P. S« I have some particular reasons for wishing 
my interference to be known as little as possible. 
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CV. 
TO MR. THOMSON. 

Mr DEAR Sir, 
Let me tell yoa that yon are too fastidious in yovr 
ideas of songs and ballads. I own that your cri- 
ticisms are jnst ; the songs yoa specify in yonr list 
have ali, hut one, the faults yon remark in them ; 
but who shall mend the matter ? Who shall rise 
up and say — Go to. Twill make a better? For 
instance, on reading over the Lea-rig, I imme- 
diately set about trying my hand on it, and, after 
an, I could make nothing more of it than the fol- 
lowing, which Heaven knows is poor enough : 

'* When 6*er the hUl the eastern ttar,** dte. 

See 8(mg$, 

Your observation as to the aptitude of Dr. Percys 
ballad to the air Nanie 0, is just. It is besides, 
perhaps, the most beautiful ballad in the English 
language. But let me remark to you, that, in the 
sentiment and style of our Scottish sdrs, there is a 
pastoral simplicity, a something that one may call 
the Doric style and dialect of vocal music, to which 
a dash of our native tongue and manners is parti- 
cularly, nay peculiarly, apposite. For this reason, 
and, upon my honour, for this reason alone, I am 
of opinion (but, as I told you before, my opinion is 
yours, freely yours, to approve or reject, as you 
please) that my ballad of Nanie might, perhaps, 
do for one set of \exaft% Xo X\jfc Xqjbr.^ Nqw don't 
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let it enter into your head, that yon are under any 
necessity of taking my verses. I have^long ago 
made up my mind as to my own reputation in the 
buMness of authorship; and have nothing to be 
pleased or offended at, in your adoption or r^ection 
of my verses. Though you should reject ^ one-half 
of what I give you, I shall be pleased with your 
adopting the other half, and shall continue to serve 
yon with the same assiduity. 

In the printed copy of my Nanie 0, the name of 
the river is horridly prosaic. I will alter it, 

" Behind yon hills where Lugar flows,** Ac. 

See Songs. 

Girvan is the name of the river that suits the idea 
of the stanza best, but Lugar is the most agreeable 
modulation of syllables. 

I will soon give you a great many niore remai-ks 

on this business ; but I have just now an opportunity 

of conveying' you this scrawl, free of postage, an 

expense that it is ill able to pay : so, with my best 

compliments to honest Allan^ Good be wi' ye, &c. 
Friday night. 

• • • • 

Saturday morning. 

As I find I have still an hour to spare this morn- 
ing before my conveyance goes away, I wiU give 
you Nanie at length.* 

Your remarks on Swe-bughis, Marion, are just : 
still it Has obtained a place among our more clas- 
sical Scottbh Songs J and what, with many beantiea 

* Set Songs. 

c 2 



I 



34 BURNS'S LETTEHS. 

in its composition, and more prejudices in its fa- 
vour, yon will not find it easy to supplant it. 

^n my very early years, when I was thinking of 
going to the West Indies, I tooli the following fare- 
well of a dear girl. It is quite trifling, and has 
nothing of the merits of Ewe^bughtt; but it will fill 
up this page. Yon must know, that all my earlier 
love-songs were the breathings of ardent passion ; 
add though it might have been easy in after-timei 
to have given them a polish, yet that polish to me» 
whose they were, and who perhaps alone cared for 
them, would- have defaced the legend of my heart, 
which was so feithlnlly inscribed on them. Their 
uncouth simplicity was, as they say of wines, their 
race* 

" Will ye go to the Indies, my Mary ?'* &c.* 

Galla fTateff and ^uld Bob Morris, I think, will 
most probably be the next subject of my musings. 
However, even on my verses, speak out your cri- 
ticisms with ^quid frankness. My wish is, not to 
stand aloof, the uncomplying bigot of opiniAtretc, 
but cordially to join issue with you in the further- 
ance of the work. 



• It if not neceuary to refer the reader in ftiture to tb« 
Song9. In the Letters to Mr. Thoms(m the first lines of 
the songs enclosed by the author will only be given. 
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CVl. 
TO MRS. DUNLOP. 

Dumfries, S4th Sept. 179^. 

; this moment, my dear madam, yours of the 
-third. Ail your other kind reproaches, your 
&c are out of my head when I read and 
on 'Mrs. H * * *'s situation. Good God! a 
mounded, helpless young woman — ^in a strange 
I land, and that land convulsed with every 
that can harrow the human feelings— sick— - 
2^, longing for a comforter, hut finding none 
other's feelings, too — but it is too, much : 
o wounded (He only can) may He heal ! * 

si) the farmer great joy of his new acquisition 
family. • • • • * I can- 
f that I give him joy of his life as a farmer, 
is a farmer paying a dear unconscionable 
i cursed life! As to a l^urd farming his own 
ty ; sowing his own com in hope j and reap- 
, in spite of brittle weather, in gladness ; 
ng that none can say unto him, ' what doest 
— fattening his herds; shearing his flocks; 
ng at Christmas; and begetting sons and 
ters, until he be the venerated gray-haired 
of a little tribe— 'tis a heavehly life '.—But 
ake the life of reaping the fruits that another 
eat! 

lis much-lamented lady was gone to the south of 
with her in£ant son, where she died soon after. 
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Well, your kind wishes will be gratified, as to 
eiug me, 'wheiKl make my Ayrshire visit.^ I can- 
)t leave Mrs.B ♦ » ♦ » until her nine months* race 

run, which may perhaps be in three or fear 
eeks. She, too, seems determined to make me the | **^ 
itriarchal leader of a band. . However, if Heaven 
ill be so obliging as to let me have them in tlie 
roportion of three boys to one^ girl, I shall be so 
tuch the more pleased. I hope, if I am spared 
'ith them, to show a set of boys that w^ll do ho- 
our to my cares and name; but I am not equal to 
tie task of rearing girls. Besides, I am too poor; 

girl should always have a fortune. A-propos! 
our little godson is" thriving charlningly, but is a 
ery devil. H€, though two years younger, has 
ompletely mastered his brother. Robert is indeed 
he mildest, gentlest creature I ever saw. He has a 
iiost surprising memory, and is quite the pride of 
lis schoolmaster. 

you know how readily we g^t into prattle upon a 
ubject dear to our heart : you cau excuse it. God 
»less you and yours I 



CVII. 

TO MRS. DUNLOP. 

* 

Supposed to have been xcritten on the Death of 
' Mrs, H *•*, her Daughter. 

[ HAD been from home, and did not receive your 
etter until my return the other day. What shall I 
;ay to comfort you, my much- valued, much afflicted 
ricnd \ I cau VjuX %T\es^ -wSti^ws.-^ o^^visolation 1 



\ 
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liave none to offer, except that which religion holds 
out to the children of affliction — Children ofmffliC' 
iuml — how just the expression! aud like «very 
other family, they have matters among them, which 
they hear, see, and feel in a serious, all-important 
manner, of which the world has not, nor cares to 
have, any idea. The world looks indifferently on, 
makes the passing remark, and proceeds to the next 
novel occurrence. 

Alas, madam ! who would wish for many years ? 
What is it but to drag-existence until our joys gra- 
dually expire, and leave us in a night of misery; 
like the gloom which blots out the stars one by one,- 
from the face of night, and leaves us without a ray 
of comfort in the howling waste ! 

I am interrupted, and must leave off. You shall 
soon hear from me again. 

CVIII. 

TO MR. THOMSON. 

November 8th, 179c. 
If you mean, my dear sir, that all the songs in your 
collection shall be poetry of the first merit, I am 
afraid you will ^nd more difficulty in the undertaking 
than you are aware of. Tliere is a peculiar rhyth- 
uius in many of our airs, and a necessity of adapting 
syllables to the emphasis, or what I would call the 
feature notes of the tune, that cramp the poet, and 
lay him under almost insuperable difficulties. For 
instance, in the air. My wife's a wanton wee thing, 
if a few lines smooth and pretty can be adapted to 
it, it is all you can expect. The following were 
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made extempore to it ; and thoagh, on farther study) ^ 
I might give you something more profound, yet it ^ 
miglit not suit the light-horse gallop of the idr so 
well as this random clink. • 

•« She is a winsome wee thing,** &c. 

I have jnst been looking over the CoUier*s bomtf 
Dochter; and if the following rhapsody, winch I 
composed the other day, on a charming Ayrshire 
girl, Miss * • *» as she passed through this place 
to England, will suit your taste better than the 
Cottier Lasiie, fall on and welcome. 

•« O saw ye bonnie Lesley,** Ac. • 

1 have hitherto deferred the sublimer, more pa- 
thetic idrs, until more leisure, as they will take, 
and deserve, a greater effort. However, they are 
all put into your hands, as clay into the hands of 
the potter, to make one vessel to honour, and an- 
other to dishonour. Farewell, &c. 

CIX. 
TO MR. THOMSON. 

WrrH ** HIGHLAND MARY." 
*< Ye banks, and braes, and streams around,** &c. 

14th November, 179S. 
My dear Sir, 
I agree with you that the song, Kaihfirine Ogie^ is 
very poor stuff, and unworthy, altogether unwor- 
, thy, of so beautiful an lur. I tried to mend it, bat 
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the awkward sonnd Ogie recutring so Qften iu the 
rhyme, spoils erery attempt at introdacing senti- 
ment into the piece. The foregoing song pleases 
myself ; I think it is in my happiest manner ; you 
will see at first glance that it snits the air: llie 
subject of the song is one of the most interesting 
passa^s of my youthful days ; and ( own that I 
should be much flattered to see the verses set to an 
air which would ensure cdebrity. Perhaps, after 
ail, 'tis the still i^owing prejudice of my heart,, that 
throws a borrowed lustre over the merits of the 
composition. ' 

I have partly taken your idea of Auld Bob Morris, 
I have adopted the two first verses, and am going 
on with the song on a new plan, which [Ht)mises 
pretty well. I take up one or another, just as the 
bee of the moment buzzes in my bonnet-lug ; and 
do yon, sdfu ceremonies make what use you choOse 
of the productions. Adieu I &c. 

ex. 

TO MR. THOMSON. 

Dumfries, IstDec. 179^. 
Your alterations of my Nahie are perfectly right. 
So are those of My tci/e^s a wanton tcie thing. Your 
alteration of the second stanza is a positive improve- 
ment. Now, my dear sic, with the freedom which 
characterizes our correspondence, I must not, can- 
not alter Bonnie Lesley, You are right, the word 
*' Alexander" makes th6 line a little tmcouth, but 
I think the thought is pretty. Of Alexander, be- 
yond all other heroes^ it maybe ssad, in the sublime 
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language of Scripture, that '^ he went forth con 
quering and to conquer." ' 

** For Nature made her what she is. 

And never made anither." (Such a penon as she is). 



This is in my opinion more poetical than " Ne'er 
^lade sic anither.*' However, it is itnmaterial: 
make it either way. *' Caledonie," I agree with 
you, is not so good a word as could be wished, 
though it is sanctioned in three or four instances by 
Allan Ramsay : but I cannot help it. In short, that 
species of stanza is the most difficult that I have 
over tried. 

The Lea-rig is as follows, (ffere the poet gw9i 
the two first stanzas , as be/ore, with the foUowiru; 
m addition J 

The hunter lQ*e8 the morning sun. 
To roiise the mountain deer, my jo : 

At noon the fisher seeks the glen, 
~ Along the burn to steer, my jo ; 

Gie m^the hour o' gloamin grey. 
It maks my heart sae dieery, O, 

To meet thee on the lea-rig. 
My ain kind dearie, O. 



I am interrupted. 



Yotjrs, &c 
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CXI. 
TO MR. THOMSON. 

WITH ** AULD ROB MORRIS." 
*' There's auld Rob Monifl that worn in yon glen," dtc. 

AND ** DUNCAN GRAY." 
" Duncan Gray cam here to woo>** &e. 

4th December, 179^. . 

The foregoing I sabmit, my dear sir, to your better 
Jadgment. Acquit them, or condemn them, as 
seemeth good in your sight. Puncan Gray is that 
kind of light-horse gallop of an air, which precludes 
sentiment. The ludicrous is its nUing feature. 

CXII. 
TO MRS. DUNLOP. 

* Dumfries, 6th Dee. 179<. 

I BHALL be in Ayrshire, I think, next week ; and» if 
at all possible, I shall certainly, my much-esteemed 
friend, have the pleasure of visiting at Dunlop- 
Hoiise. . 

Alas, madam ! how seldom do we meet In this 
world, that we have reason to congratulate ourselves 
on accessions of happiness ! I have not passed half 
the ordinary term of an old man's life, and yet I 
scarcely look over the obituary of a newspaper, 
that I do not see some names that I have "known^ 



i 



42 bubhb's lgttbbi. 

aw) which I an<l other acquaiatances little thought 
to meet with there so soon. Every other Instance 
of the mortality of our kind makes us cast an aoxi- 
ouB look into the dreadful abyss of UDcertiunty, and 
ahadder with appreheasioa for our own fate. But 
nf how different an importance are the lives of dif- 
ferent individualB ? Nay, of what importance I> 
ore period of the same life more than another ? A 
feiT years ago, 1 could have lain down in the dust, 
" careless of the voice of the morning ;" and nott 
iKit a few, and these most helplesi Indiridnai^ 
would, on losing me and my exertions, lose [lalh 
their " staff and shield." By the way, these heip- 
tcM ones have lately sot au addiUon, Mrs. B**** 
having given me a fine girl, since I wrote yoa. 
There ia a charming paasi^ In Thomson's Eduard 
and EUanora— 



An I am got in the way of qnotations, I shall g^ve 
yoo another from the same piece, peculiarly, alas ! 
too peculiarly apposite, my dear madam, to yoar 
pment frame of mind: - 



avorthy but iniy prthidly decit bl 



LvrmEing— HivTBu 1 if pTjTUaged from trlsl, 
_ How ebeflp a iblDg w«re virtue r ^ 

1 do not remember to have heard yon mention 
'lliomson's dramas I pick up favourite qaotalious, 
and etore them in m; mind as ready armour, offen- 
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sive or defensive, amid the straggle of this turbulent' 
existence. Of these is one, a very favourite one, 
from his Alfred ; . 

** Attach thee firmly to the virtuous deeds 
And offices of life : to life itself. 
With all its vain and transient joys, sit looae." 

Probably I have quoted some of these to you for- 
merly, as indeed when I write from the heart, I am 
apt to be guilty of such repetitions. The compass 
of the4ieart, in the musical style of expression, is 
much more bounded than that of the imagination ; 
so the notes of the former are extremely apt to ran 
into one another ; but in return for the paucity of 
its compass, its few notes are much more sweet, t 
must dtill give you another quotation, which I am 
almost sure I have given you before, but I cannot 
resist the temptation. The subject is religion— 
speaking of its importance to mankind, the author 
says, 

. «* *Tis thii, my firiend, that ttreaiks our morning bright.** 

I see you are in for a double postage, so I shall 
e'en scribble out t'other sheet. We, in this country 
here, have many alarms of the reforming, or rather 
the republican spirit, of your part of the kingdom. 
Indeed we are a good deal in commotion ourselves . 
For me, I am a placeman^ you know ; a very humble 
one indeed, heaven knows, but still so much so as 
to gag me. What my private sentiments are, you 
will find out without an interpreter. 

• • • • • A^ 

I have taken up the subject in another view, and 
the oth^ day, for a pretty actress's benefit night, 1 
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wrote an Address, which I will give on the other 
page, called the The Rights of fToman. . 

** While Europe^s eye is fix*d on mighty things," Ac 
' -, • See Poem*. 

I shall have the honour of receiving your criti- 
cisms in person at DonlOp. 

r 

CXIII. 
TO MR. THOMSON. - 

WITH 
«* O PooTtith chtild, and restless love/' die, 

AND ** GALLA WATER." 

«« There's bnw bntw lads on Yarrow bntes,*' Ac. 

Jan. 179s. 

Many returns of the season to yon, my dear sir. 
How comes on your publication ? will these two 
foregoing ^e of any service to you ? I should like to 
know what songs you print to each tune besides the 
verses to which it is set. In short, I would wish to 
give you my opinion on all the poetry you publish. 
You know it is my trade, and a man in the way of 
his trade may suggest useful hints, that escape men 
of much superior parts and endowments in other 
things. 

If you meet with my dear and much-valued C^ 
greet him, in my name, with the compliments of the 
season. 

Yours, &c. 
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GXIV. 
TO MR. THOMSOK. 

S6th Janiuiy. 1703. 

ROVE greatly, my dear sir, of your plans : Dr. 
;ie'8 essay will of itself be a treasure. On 
art, I mean to draw up an appendix to the 
>r's essay, containing my stock of anecdotes, 
)f our Scots songs. All the late Mr. Tytler's 
Lotes I have by me, taken down in the course 
f acqumntance with him from his own mouth, 
such an enthusiast, that, in the course of my 
al peregrinations through Scotland, I made a 
itaage to th^ individual spot from which every 
took its rise ; Lochaber, and the Braes of Bal- 
n, excepted. So far as the locality, either from 
itle of the air, or the tenor of the song, could 
certained, I have paid my devotions at the par- 
tr shrine of every Scots muse, 
o not doubt but you might make a very valu- 
rollection of Jacobite songs ; but would it give 
fence ? In the mean time, do not you think that 

of them, particularly T^e sow's tail to Oeordie, 

air, with other words, might be well worth a 

in your collectioti of lively songs ? 
it were possible to procure songs of merit,^ it 
d be proper to have one set of Scots words to 
' air, and that the set of words to which the 

ought to be set. There is a na'tveti, a pastoral 
licity, in a stight intermixture of Scots words 
>hraseology, which is more in unison (at least 
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to mr tute, and I will add lo every gtmiine Cale< 
donlsD taste) with the simple pathos, or nulk 
»prightline«s of oar native music, than any Gngludi 
Tenet Ahaterer. 

The very name of Peter Pindar Is an aeqiiiBJlion 
to yooT work. HU Oregorg ia beautiful. I have 
tried to give ynu a set of slanzas in Scots, on the 
same eabject, which are at your service. Not thai 1 
- intend to enter the lists wiili Peter { that would b> 
presnmption indeed. My song, though much in- 
f^or In poetic merit, has I think moie of the bal- 
lad simpUdty in It. 

•• o mlck, milk i> Ihii mldpighl boui," &«. 
■My most respectful compliments lo the bononr- 
able geutleman who favoured me with a postsctipt 
In your last. He shall hear frum me and receive U) 
MSS. soon. 

CXV. 

TO MR. THOHSOH. 



" O-^ttwj, at thy vindow bt,'' tic. 

-«Dth'Miireh, IfgS. 

Mt DsAB Sir, 
The song prefbKdls oneof my juvenile works. 1 
. leare it in your hands. I do not think it very re- 
markable, either for its merits or demerits. It b . 
impossible (at least I feel itso in my stinted po^'ers) 
)o be always original, enlertjdhing, and witty. 



BtJRNS'8 LETTERS. ^ 47 

lat is become of the list^ &c. of your songs ? 
1 be out of all temper with you by-and-by. I 
always looked upon myself as the prince of 
mt correspondents, and valued myselif accord- 
, and I will not, cannot bear rivalship from 
lor any body else. 

CXVI. 
TO MISS B •••••, OF YORK. 

Slst March, 1793. 
DAM, 

iG many things for which I envy those hale, 
ived old fellows before the flood,' is this^in 
uiar, that when they met with any body after 
own heart, they had a charming long prospect 
ny, many happy meetings with them in after- 

vr, in this short,, stormy, winter day of our 
ig existence, when you now and then, in the 
jer of Accidents, meet an individual whose ac- 
tance is a real acquisition, there are all the 
bilities against you, that you shall never meet 
that valued character more.N On the otlier 

brief as this miserable being is, it is none of 
ast of the miseries belonging to it, that if there 

miscreant whom you hate, or creature whom 
espise, the ill-run of the chances shall be so 
(t you, that i<i the overtakings, turnings, and 
igs of life, pop, at some unlucky comer, eter- 

comes the wretch upon you, and will not 
your indignation or contempt u moment's re- 
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fote. Ab I km a itprdy believer ia the powen of 
darkness, I Mlie iheteUi be the doings of tbat old f 
author of midchief, the devil. It in well known that I 
he faaa gome kind of shorC-hand way of taking down i 
our thoagbis. Bod I make no doubt that he is-per- 
fectly acquainted with my EentimeDta reepeeting < 
Miss B*****; how much 1 admired her abilities, and 
valued her worth, and hop very fortunate I thought 
myself In her acquaintance. For thie last reason, 
my dear roadain, I must entertain do hopes of the 
rery great pleoBare of meeting with yon again. I 

Miss H**** tells me that she is sending a packet 
tu yoa.'and I beg leave (o send yon the enclowd 
sonnet, thoagh, to tell yoa (he real troth, thp son- 
net Is a mere pretence, that I may have the oppor- 
HiuKy of declaring with how moch respectful esteen 
1 hove the honour to be, &c. 

' CXVII. 
TO MR, THOMSON. 

Tth April, ngi. 
Thank you, my dear rir, for your packet. Yoncan- 
not imagine faow much this bniuness of composing 
fbr jour publication has added to my enjoyments. 
Wliat with my early attachment to ballads, your 
books, &c. baUad-makii^ is now as completely 
my hohby-horse, as ever forUficatiou was Uncle 
Tabfai so ni e'en canter it away till I come to the 
limit of my race (God grant that- 1 may take tl«e 
ri^t side of the winning post I) and then cheerfully 
looking back on the honest folks with whom I have 
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bee9 Iiappy, Ishall gay or sing, " Sae merry as We 
a^h&ebeen !" and raising my last looks to the whole 
httiaaKn race, the last words of the voice of CoUa^ 
shall be, " Good night and joy be wi* you a' !" So 
dinch for my last words : now for a few present re- 
marks, as they hav^ occurred at random on looking 
orer your list. 

llie first lines of 7%e iast, time I came o*ef the 
m<Hfr, and several other lines in it, are' beautifol ; 
but in my opiiuou — pardon me, revered shade 
of llamsay ! the song is unworthy of the divine air. 
I shall try to make or mend. For ever, Fortfine, wilt 
thou prove, is a charming song! but Logan hum 
and Logan braes, are sweetly sasceptible of rural 
imagery : Til try that likewise, and if I succeed, the 
other song may class among the English ones. I 
remember the two last lines of a verse, in «ome of 
the old songs x)f Logan fVater (for I know a good 
many different ones)' which I think pretty. 

** Now my dear lad maun face his faes, 
Far, far firae me and Logan braes," &c.t 

Aly Pattie is a lover gay, is unequal. ^' His mind 
is never muddy," is a muddy expression indeed. 

*' Then 1*11 resign,, and marry Pate, 
^ And syne my coiskemony.''— ^ 

lliis is surely far unworthy of Ramsay, or your 

* Biums here calU himself the Voice qfCoila, in imitation 
df Ossian, who denominates himself the Voice qf Cona. 
Sae merry as toe a' hoe Been ; and Good night and Joy be 
vC you a\ are the names of two Scottish tunes. 

t He was mistaken in supposing it to be a song of the 
olden time ; it is the production of Mr. John Mayne. 
VOL. II. "O "^ 
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book. My song, Bigs of Barley, to the same tnne^ 
does not altogether please me ; bat if I can mend it, 
and thrash a few loose sentiments out of it, I will 
submit it to your consideration. The Lass o* Pati^t 
Mill is one of Ramsay's best songs ; but there is 
one loose sentiment in it, which my much-valued 
friend Mr. Erskine will take into his critical consi- 
deration. — In Sir J. Sinclair's Statistical volumen, 
are two claims, x)ne, I thinks from Aberdeenshire, 
and the other from Ayrshire, for the honour of this 
song. The following anecdote, which I had from 
the present sir William Cunningham, of Robert- 
land, who had it of the late John, earl of Loudon, 
I can, on such authorities, believe. 

Allan Ramsay was residing at Loudon-castlewith 
the then earl, father to earl John ; and one fore- 
noon, riding or^alking out together, his lordship 
and Allan passed a sweet romantic spot' on Irvine 
water, still called " Patie*s Mill," where ^ bonnie 
lass was '''tedding hay, bareheaded on the green." 
My lord observed to Allan, that it would be a fine 
theme for a song. Ramsay took the hint, and lin- 
gering behind, he composed the first sketch of it, 
which he produced at dinner. 

One day I heard Mary say, is a fin« song ; but fop- 
consistency's sake alter the name '' Adonis." Were 
there ever such banns published, as a purpose of 
marriage between Adonis and Mary T I agree with 
you that my song. Therms nought but care on eveqf 
hand, is much superior to Poortith cauld. Tbe 
original song, Tfie Mill mill 0, though excellent, is, 
on account of delicacy, inadmissible ; still I like the 
title, and think a Scottish song would suit the notes 
best; and let your chosen song, which is reiy 
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pretty, foUo\V, as an English set. The Banks of tfte . 
Dee, is, you know, literally Langolee, to slow time. 
The song is well enough, but has some false imagery 
in it : for instance, 

" And sweetly the nightingale sung ttom ,the tree.** 

In the first place, the nightingale sings in a low 
bush, but never from a tree ; and in the second 
place, there never was a nightingale seen or heard, 
on the banks of the Dee, or on the banks of any 
other river in Scotland. Exotic rural imagery is 
always comparatively flat. If I could hit on another 
stanza, equal to The small birds r^oice, &c., 1 do 
myself honestly avow, -that I think it a superior* 
soDg. John Andersan my Jo— the song to this 
tune in Johnson's Museum, is my Composition, and 
I think it tiot my worst : if it suit you, take it, and 
welcome. Your collection of sentimental and pa- 
thetic songs, is, in my opinion, veiy complete ; but 
not so your comic ones. Where are Tullochgorum, 
Lumps 0* puddin, Tibbie Fowler, and several others, 
whichy in my humble judgment, are well worthy of 
preservation ? There is also one sentimental song 
of mine in the Museum, which never was known 
^ out of the immediate neighbourhood, until I got it 
taken down from a country girl's singing. - It is 
called Craigiebum fVood ; and, in the opinion of 
Mr. Clarke, is one of the sweetest Scottish songs. 
He is quite an enthusiast about it : and I would take 
his taste in Scottish'tnusic agiainst the taste of most ' 
connoisseurs. 

You are quite right in inserting the last five in 
your list, though they are certainly Irish. Shepherds, 
I have lost my lave / is to me a heavenly a'^r — what 
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woaM yon think of a set of Scottish verses to it ? I 
h«ve made one to it a good while ago, which I think 
• ••••••••• bat in its original state 

is not quite a lady's song. I enclose an altered, not 
amended copy for you, if you choose to set the tune 
to it, and let the Irish verses follow. 

Mr. Erskine's songs are all pretty, hot his Lane 
Vale is divine. 

Yours, &c^ 

Let me know just how you like these random 
hints. 

CXVIII. 

TO MR. THOMSON. 

April, 1793. 

1 HAVE yours, my dear sir, this moment. I shall 
ahswcr it and your former letter, in my desultory 
' way of saying whatever comes uppermost. 

The business of many of our tunes wanting, at the 
beginning, what fiddlers call a starting-note, is often 
a mb to us poor rhymers. 

<* There's braw, braw ladt on Yarrow braes. 
That wander thro^ the blooming heather,** 

you may alter to 

<* Braw, braw ladt on Yarrow brMa« ^ 

Ye wander, ^c.** 

My song. Here aw^, there awa, as amended by 
Mr. Erskine, I entirely approve' of, and return you. 

Give me leave to criticise your taste in the only 
thing in which it is in my opinion reprehensible. 
You know I ought to know something of my own 



BURNS'S LETTERS. 53 

ti-ade. Of pathos, sentiment, and point, yon are a 
complete judge ; but there is a quality more neces- 
sary tiian either, in a song, and which is the very 
essence of a ballad, I mean simplicity: now, if I 
mistake not, this last feature you are a little apt to 
sacrifice to the foregoing. 

Ramsay, as every other poet,' has not been always 
equally happy in Ms pieces ; still I cannot approve ^ 
of taking such liberties with an, author as Mr. W. 
proposes doing with The last time I cam&' o*er tfte 
moor. Let a poet, if he chooses j take up the idea of 
another, and work it into a piece of his own ; but to 
mangle the works of the poor bard, whose tuneful 
tongue is now mute for ever, in the dark and nar^ 
row house ; by Heaven 'twould be sacrilege ! I grant 
that Mr. W.'s version is an improvement ; but I 
know Mr. W. well, and esteem him much ^ let him 
mend the song, as the Highlander mended his 
gun;— he gave it a new stock, a new lock^ and a 
new barrel. 

I do not by this object to leaving out improper 
stanzas, where that can be done without spoiling the 
whole. One stainza in The lass o* Patiei's Mill must 
be left out : the song will be nothing ^orse for it. I 
am not sure if- we can take the same liberty with 
Cam rigs are bormie. Perhaps it might want the 
last stanza, and be the better for it. , Cauld kail in 
Aberdeen you must le^ve with me yet awhile. I 
have vowed to have a song to that air, on the lady 
whom I attempted to celebrate in the verses. Poor- 
tUh cauld and restless love, -At any rate my other- 
song. Green grow the rashes, will never si^it. That 
song is current in Scotland under the old title, and 
to the merry old tune of that name, which of course 
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would mar the progress of your song to celebrity. 
Your book will be the standard of Scots songs for 
the future : let this idea ever keep your Judgment on 
the alarm. 

I send a 9ong, on a celebrated toast in this coun- 
try, to suit Botuiie Dundee. I send you also a ballad 
to the Mili miil 0,* 

The last time I came o*er the moor, I would fain 
attempt to make a Scots song for, and let Ramsay's 
be the English set. You shall hear from me soon. 
When you go to London on this business, can yoa 
come by Dumfries ? I have still several MSS. Scots 
airs by me which I have picked up, mostly from the 
singing of country lasses. They please me vastly; 
but your learned litgsf would perhaps be displeased 
Mrith the very feature for which I like them. I call 
them dimply; you would pronounce them silly. Do 
you know a tine air called Jackie Hume* 9 I^amentt 
I have a spug of considerable merit to that air. I'll 
enclose you both the song and tune, as I had them 
ready to send to Johnson's Museum.^ I send you 
likewise, to me, a beautiful little air, which I had 
taken down from viva voce. Adieu ! 

* The ballad to the Mill mill O, is that beginning, 
«< When wild war's deadly blasts are blawn." 

t Ears. 

% The song here mentioned, is, O ken ye what Meg o* the 
Mill has gotten? This song is surely Bums's own writing, 
though he does not generally praise his own songs sq much. 
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AptU, ngt. 

I HAD scarcelfputinyUat letter Into tbepost-olBce, 
H'heu I took up the sBbject of The tail time I earn* 
o'er the moor, and, ere 1 slept, drew the otitliitet 
[if the foregoing. How tu I have succeeded, I 
leave on this, as on every other occnsion, to fou to 
leclde. I omi my vanity is flattered, wheo yon 
^ve my gongs a place in your elegant and sDperb 
ivork ; but to be of service to the woric is my first 
nish. As I have often told you, t dp not in a single 
natauce wish you, out of compliment to me, to In- 
Krt any thing of mitte. One hint let ine give you-v 
vhaleTerMr. Pleyel does, let him not alter one Ma 
if the oriijinal Scot^sh lurs : I mean iii the song 
lepartmeol ; bnt let our national untie preserve its 
latire features. They are, 1 own, frequently wild 
ud irreducible to the more modem rules ; but Oa 
:hat very eccentridty, perhaps, depends » great 
part of their effect. 

cxx. 

TO ItR. THOMSON. 



VhbmI tell yon, my dew sir, that a friend of mine, 
u whom I am mnch interested, has (alien a aacrl- 
ice to these accursed times, you will easily allow 



^ 



56 BURNS'S LETTERS. 

that it might unhinge me for doing any good among 
ballads. My ov^ loss, as to pecuniary matters, u 
trifling ; but the total ruin of a much-loved friei d, 
18 a loss indeed. Pardon my seeming inattention 
to your last commands. 

i cannot alter the disputed lines in the MUl 
mUl 0. What you think a defect, I esteem as a 
positive beauty ; so you see how doctors differ. 
I shall now, with as much alacrity as I can muster, 
go on with your commands. 

You know Frazer, the hautboy player in Edin- 
burgh •^ he is here, instructing a bsuid of music fitr 
a fendUe corps quartered in this country. Among 
many of his ^rs that please me, there is one, well 
known as a reel, by the name of The Quaket'a fVife; 
and which I remember a grand aunt of mine used 
to sing, by the name of Liggeram Cosh, my bormie 
foee 'lass, Mr. Frazer plays it slow, and with aii 
expression that quite charms me. I became such an 
enthusiast about it, that I made a song for it, which 
I here subjoin ; and enclose Frazer's set of the 
tune. If they hit your fancy, they are at your ser- 
vice ; if not, return me the tune, and I will put it 
in Johnson's Museum. I think the song is not In 
my worst manner. 

" Blithe hae I been on yon hill,** ^. 
I should wish to hear how this pleases you. 




TO HH. THOMSON. 

SMta June, 17 
Have yoa eier, my dear sir, felt your boKorn i 
labarst with indigQation on reading of those ml 
rillains who diriile kiu^^dom against kingdom 
■olate prorinci's, and lay nations waste, oat o 
vraatoimEsa of aniMtion, or often from still i 
ignoble passions ! In a mood of this kind lo- 
I recollected the air of Logan Heater; and i 
cvrred lo me that its quemlons melody pro) 
bad Its 'origin from the plaintiTC indignalio 
Eome swelling, anffering heart, fired at the tyra 
■trides of some public destroyer ; and ocerwhel 
with priinte distress, the consequence of a coun 
mill. If 1 have done aay thing at ai\ like' jn 
to my feelings, the fallowing song, compose 
three-quarters of an honr'a meditation Id my el 
cb^r, ought to hare some merit. 

" O Login, iweetly didit Ihou glide," A;o. 



BURM*! l.KtTBIt*. 
Ob ! thn*. twrood cxpfcaliia Ui 



TUI l>yd ■■> bj Phobv^ light." 
Tliu thoDght it inexpreMlbly beaatifiil ; u 
quite, to. lar u I know, origipai. It is too ehi 
for a oonSi d>e I would forswear jon altogetb 
nnlcBi yon gxn it a place. I have often tried 
eke a Btanui to it, bnt ia vain. After balanci 
myself for a masiDg five minutes, on the hind-l 
of myribowchtdr, I produced the following. 

Tbe verses are f^r inferior to the fore§;oiii| 
frankly confess j but if worthy of insertion at 
they might be first In place ; as every poet, v 
^nows any thing of his trade, will husband hit I 
thongbU for a conchidin^ stroke. 
mylov. 



CXXTl. 
MR. THOMSON. 

Joly M. ITS 



CUrite, who wrote down the ^r from Mn. Btunt't 
fmni-nott wJU^is very fond of It, tuid hu gtren it • 
cdebritf, by teachiDg it to mme young ladlea of (be 
firai Euli<Mi here. If yoa do nM like the air enough 
to pie it a place ID yonr collection, pleue return it. 
Tbc toDg yon may keep, aa I remeiDbeT it. 

1 hare some thoughts of inserting in your index, 
or in my notes, the oapies of the fair onea, the 
iheuiea of my songs. I do not mean the name 
at full ; but doabes or asterisms, so aa Ingenuity 
rnay find them out. 

The heroine of the foregoing li mlu M., dangh- 
ler to Mr. M, of D., one of your subscribers. I 
have not painted her in the rank which she holds 
in life, but in the dress and character of a cdt- 
tager. 

CXXIII. 

TO MR. THOHSON. 

JiilT, iiga. 
1 AiBUKB yon, my dear sir, tbat yon tmly hurt me 
with your pecuniary parcel. It degrades me in my 
own eyes. However, to return it would saroar of 
affectation ; but as to any more traffic of that debtor 
and creditor kind, I swear hy that Hokour which 
cruwDH the upright statue of Hobbkt BuR>iB'!i 
IWTEaBJTY — on the least motion of it, I will iudlg- 
oantly spuru the by-past transaction, and from 
that moment commence entire stranger to yon ! 
UuBHS'i character Ua geoerosity of sentiment and 
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independence of mind, will, I trust, long outliTe 
any of his wants which the cold ntffeeling ore can 
supply : at least, I will^ take care that such a ch«- 
I'acter he shall deserve. - 

Thank you for my copy of your publication. 
Never di^ my eyes behold, in any musical work, 
such elegance and correctness. Your preface, too, 
is admirably written ; only your partiality to me has 
made you say too much : however, it will bind me 
down to double every effort in the future progress 
of thework/ The following are a few remarks on 
the songs in the list you sent me. I qever copy 
what I write to you, so I may be often tautological, 
or perhaps contradictory. 

The Flotoers of the Forest is charming as a poem, 
and should be', and must be, set to the notes ; but, 
though out of your rule, the three stanzas beginning, 

" llue seen the smiling o' fortune b^uiling,*^ 

are worthy of a place, were it but to immortalize 
the author of them, who is an old lady of my ac- 
quaintance, and at this moment living in Edinburgh. 
She is a Mrs. Ck)ckburn ; 1 forget of what place ; 
but from Roxburghshire. What a charming apo- 
strophe is 

" O fickle Ibrtune, why this cruel sporting, 

" Why, why tdrment us— ^oor sons t^^ day r 

The old ballad, / wish I were where Helen lies, is 
silly to contemptibility. My alteration of it in 
Johnson's is not much better. Mr. Pinkerton, in 
his, what he calls ancient ballads (many of them 
notoiiouSf though beautiful enough, forgeries) has 
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the best set. It is full of his own interpolations, 
hnt no matter. 

Id my next I will snggest to your consideration a 
few songs which may have escaped your hurried 
notice. In the mean time, allow me to congratulate 
you now, as a brother of the quill. You have com- 
mitied vpur character and fame ; which will now be 
tried for ag^ to come, by the illustrious jury of the 
Sons and Daughters of Taste- — all whom poesy 
can please, or music charm. 

Being a bard of nature, I have some pretensions 
to second sight ; and I am warranted by the spirit 
to foretell and affirm, that your great-grand-child 
will hold up your volumes, and say, with honest 
pride, ** This so much admired selection was the 
work of my ancestor." 

CXXIV. 
TO MR. THOMSON. 

August, 1793. 

My dear Thomson, 
I hold the pen for our friend Garke, who at present 
is studying the music of the spheres at my elbow. 
The Georgium Sidus he thinks is rather out of 
tune; so until he rectify that matter, he cannot 
stoop to terrestrial affairs. 

He sends you six of the Rondeau subjects, and if 
are wanted, he says you shall have them. 



Confound your long stairs ! 

S. Clarke, 



TO MR. THOMSON. 

Aueiut. 1791. 
VuuR objection, my dear sir, (o the passages ia mj 
song of Logan K'aler, is right in one iosiaace ; 
but it is difficult to mend it : if 1 can, 1 will. The 
other pass^^ you object to, does not appear in the 
^ame light lo me. 

1 have tried my hand on Robin Adair, and you 
will probably thlak, with little SBCCess; bat it ia 
surli a cursed, cramp, out-of-the-way mensure, that 
I despair of doing any thing better to it 



.So much for namby-pamby. I may, after all, put 
my baud on it in Scots verse. 'Iliere I always am 
myself and most at home. 

I have just put the last baud to the song I meant 
for Cauld Kail in Aberdeen. If it suits yoa to insert 
it, I shall be pleased, as the heroine is a favpuriteof 
: : if not, 1 shall also be pleased ; becanse I 
, and will be glad, to see yon uct decidedly on 
ihe bu^ness. 'TIs a tribute, as a man of taste, and 
n editor, which you owe yourself. 



f 
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CXXVI. 
TO MR. THOMSON. 

August, l>9». 
That crinkam-crankum tune, Robin Adair, has 
nui 80 iu my head, and I succeeded so ill in my 
last attempt, that I have ventured in this morning's 
walk, one essay more. You, my dear sir, will re- 
memher an unfortunate part, of our worthy friend 
C.'s story, which happened about three years ago. 
That iftruck my fancy, and I endeavoured to do the 
idea justice as follows -. 

" Had I a cave on tome wild* dUtant shore," dt%. 

By the way, I have met with a musical High- 
lander in Breadalbane's Fencibles, which are quar- 
tered here^ who assures me that he well remembers 
his mother's singing Gaelic songs to both Robin 
Adair and Gramachree. They certainly have more 
of the Seb^h than Irish taste in tl^m. 

Thi^mao comes from the vicinity of Inverness : 
'90 it could not be any intercourse with Ireland that 
could bring them ;^ except, what I shrewdly as- 
pect to be the case, the - wandering minstrels, 
harpers, and pipers, used to go frequently errant 
through the wilds both of Scotland and Ireland, and 
so some favourite ^rs might be common to both. 
A case in point — They have lately, in Ireland, 
published an Irish air, as they say, called Cdun du 
delish. The fact is, in a publication of Corn's, a 
gre^ while ago^ you will find the same sur, called a 
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HigUand one, with a Gaelic soi^ iei to it. Its name 
tkere, I think, is Orwi Gmoil, and a fine air it is. 
Do ask bonest Allan, or the Rer. Gadic Panos, 
abottt these Batten. 

CXXVU. 
TO MB. THOMSON. 

I79S- 



Mr DEAR Sir, 
LET me in this ae nigHi, I ^lill reconsider. I am 
glad that yon are pleased with my song. Had I a 
cave, &c., as I liked it myself. 

I walked oat yesterday evening with a volome of 
the Mnsenm in my hand ; when, turning np j4Uan 
Water, ** What bnmbers shall the muse repeat," 
Slc., as the words appeared to me rather unworthy 
of so fine an air, and recollecting that it is on your 
list, I sat and raved ntader the shade of an old thorn, 
till I wrote one to suit the measure. I may be 
wrong ; Irot I think it not in my worst style. You 
must know, that in Ramsay's Tea-table, where the 
modem song first appeared, the ancient name of 
the tune, Allan says, is AllaH fFater, or My love 
Armies very hormte. This last has certainly been ft 
line of the original song ; so I took up the idea, and 
as you ynlX see, have introduced the line in its place, 
which I presume it formerly occupied ; though I 
likewise give you a choosing line, if it should not hit 
the cut of your fancy. 

" By Allan-ttream I chance to rovf," ^c. 

Bravo l^iiay I *. \t \ft ^ %|cyA vs&%. Should you 
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ink so too (no( else);^ you can set the music to it, 
id let the other follow as English rerses. 
Autumn is my propitious season. I make more 
rses in it than all the year else. 

God bless you I 

CXXVIII. 

TO MR. THOMSON. 

August, 1793. 
H^histle, and til come to you, my lad, one of 
ar airs? I admire it much; and yesterday I set 
B following verses to it. Urbaui, whom 1 have 
2t with here, begged them of me, as he admires 
e air much ; but as I understand that he lx)oks 
th rather an evil eye on your work, I did not 
oose to comply. However, if the song does not 
it your taste, I may possibly send it him. The set 
the air which I had in my eye is in 4ohuson*s 
useum. 

«• O whistle, and I'll come to you my lad," &c. 

Another favourite air of mine is The muckin o* 
?ordie*s Byre; when sung slow with expression, I 
.ve wished that it had had better pdetry : that I 
ve endeavoured to supply as follows : 

<< Adown winding Nith I did wander," dec. 

Mr. Clarke begs you to give miss Phyllis a corner 
your book, as she is a particular flame of his. 
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She is a miss P. M., sister to Bonnie Jean. Tbey 
are both pupils of his. Yoa shall hear from me the 
rery first grist I get from my rhyming-mill 

CXXIX. 

TO MR. THOMSON. 

' August* 179s. 
That tune, Cauld Kail, is such a favourite of your», 
that I once more roved out yesterday for a gloamin- 
shot at the muses ; when the muse that presides 
o'er the shores of Nith, or rather my old inspiriDg/ 
dearest nymph, Ck)ila, whispered me the following. 
I have two reasons for thinking that it was n^y 
early, sweet, simple inspirer that was by my elbow, 
'' smooth gliding without step," and pouring the 
song on my glowing fancy. In the first place, since 
I left Ck)ila'8 native haunts,. not a fragment of a poet 
has arisen to cheer her solitary musings, by catch- 
ing inspiration fi'om, her ; so I more than suspect 
that she has followed me hither, or at least makes 
me occasional visits : secondly, the last stanza of 
this song I send you, is the very words that Coila 
taught me many years ago, and which I set to a]| 
old Scots reel in Johnson's Museum. 

" Come, let me take thee to my breast," &c. 

If you think the above will suit your idea of your 
favourite air, I shall be highly pleased. The last 
time I came o*er the moor, 1 cannot meddle with, as 
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ing it ; and the musieal world have Iteen so 
astoQied to Ramsay's words, that a difierent 
ough positirely superior, would not be so 
>ived. I am not fopd of chorusses to songs, 
i not made one for the foregoing. 



cxxx. 

TO MR. THOMSON, 
WITH "dainty DAVIE." 

Now rosy May eomes in vi* flowers," ice. 

August, 179^. 
[ for Davie. The choms, you know, is to 
part of the tune. See Clarke's set of it in 
?um. ' ' 

In the Museum they have drawled out the 
twelve lines of poetry, wlrich is ***♦ non- 
''our lines of song, and four of chorus, is 



CXXXI. 
TO MISS C • • •. 

August, 17^. 



*lf 



ther uulooked-for accidents have prevented 
5 myself the honour of a second visit to 
nd, as I was so hospitably invited, and so 
Y meant to have done. However, I stUl 



;o hMc Ibat pkaMte bcfcrc the 



boTBomki I 



I cDetoKTm two of Bjlaic pieces, as K 
of retan for the pi 
> certain MS. ntatae of poemi h 
captain MddeL To repay one wilb an oldjMf, it ! 
■ pnTreiti, whose force too, madam, I know, will ; 
Dot allow. What a taid of iUnstrioas desxat it, 1 
beliere, eqaallj bne of a taknt for poetry, dodc I 
erer dea^^rd it who had pretendoiu to it. Tiie i 
fates and chatarteis of the rhymiiig tribe oftcD tn- |< 
pioy mj Ibonghts when I am disposed to be BdU' M 
rhotf. There is not, among all the raanyrolo^ct i 
Aal erer were penned, so riKfal a nairaliic aa Ik ]■ 
liTes of (he poets. la the comparatire new <i 
wretches, the criterion is not what tbey ate dooisr' i 
to Buffer, bat how they are formed to bear. TitF ' 
a being of oiu kind, give him a stronger im^ni- 
tloa and a more deliralc seosibitity, which betn'ecii 
them will erer engender a more (mgoremable set rf 
passions than are the nsnal kit of man ; implant ia 
him an irresistible impnlse to some idle va^jary, auck 
ai arranging wild flowers in fantastical uoseg^ 
tradngthe grasshopper to his haant by his chitpa 
long, watching the frisks of tlie Uttle minaomf 
(he sonny pool, or-hnnting after the iDtrignett 
bnttertlies— in short, »cnd him adrift after sW 
parsntt which shall eternally mislead him from ( 
paths of Incre, and yet cnrse him with a kaf 
relish than any man liriog for the pleasaree I 
locre can purchase : lastly, fill np tha meaaoll 
his woes by beslowing on him a spDmiog Mil 
his own dignity, and yon have created » | 
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fm miserable as a poet. • To you, madam, I 

jift recount the fairy pleasures the muse be- 

^jto counterbalance this catalogue of evils. 

jching poetry is like bewitching woman; she 

I all ages been accused of misleading-mankind 

|the councils of wisdom and the paths of pru- 

i^; involving them in diflSculties^ baiting them 

^ poverty, branding^ them with, infamy, and 

[iDg them in the whirling vortex of ruin ; yet, 

\re is the man but must own that all our happi- 

£on earth is not worthy the name -~ that even 
holy hermit's solitary prospect of paradisiacal 
is but the glitter of a northern sun rising ^ver 
i frozen region, compared with the many pleasures, 
the nameless raptures, that we owe to the lovely 
Qneen of thd heart of Man ! 

CXXXII. 

TO MR. THOMSON. 

Sept. 1793. 
You may readily trust, my dear sir, that any exer- 
tion in my power is heartily at your service. But 
one thing I must hint to you ; the very name of 
Peter Pindar is of great service to your publication, 
so get a verse from, him now and then ; though I 
have no objection, as well as I can, to bear the bur- 
den of the business. 

Yon know that my pretensions .to musical taste 
aie merely a few of nature's instincts, untaught and 
SBttitored^ by art. For this reason many musical 
compositions, particularly where much of the merit 



/ 
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lies ID counterpoint, however they may transport aod 
ravish the ears of you connoisseurs, affect my simple 
lug no otherwise than merely as melodious din. On 
the other hand, by way of amends, 1 am delighted 
vnth many little melodies, which the learned musi- 
cian despises as silly and insipid. I do not know 
whether the old air Hey tuttie taitie may rank among 
this uumbiT ; but well I know that, with Frazer's 
hautboy, it' has often filled my eyes with tears. 
There is a tradition, which I have met with in many 
places of Scotland, that it was Robert Bruce*s march 
at the battle of Bannockburn. This thought,'in uiy 
folitary wanderings, warmed me to a pitch of entbn* 
tiasm on the theme of liberty and independence, 
which I threw into a kind of Scottish ode, fitted to 
th^ air, that one might suppose to be the gallant 
Royal Scot's address to his heroic followers on that 
eventful morning.* 

«* Scots, idui hae wi* Wallace bled/' &c. 

So may QoA. ever defend the cause of truth and 
liberty, as He did that day! — Amen. 

P.S. I showed the air to Urbani, who was highly 
pleased with it, and begged me to make soft veraes 
for it ; but I had no idea of giving myself any troa- 
bie on the subject, till the accidental recollection of 
that glorious struggle for freedom, associated with 
the glowing ideas of some other struggles of the same 

* This noble strain was concdved by our poet during s 
storm among the wilds of Glen-Ken in Calloway. 



Htnre, nol quite so Bncicnt, riiiiscd my rbyriiinR 
mania: Cbrte*9 act of tie taue, with hit biiM, ytm 
Hill fipd Id Ibe Museum ; though I am afraid that 
the ur is uot what will enliile It lo a place in yovr 
elegant aelection. 



r, ITS'. 

I DARES^, my dear dr, that yon wUlbe^diatbtalt 

my corregpondeace is persecution. No matter, T 
can'l help it; aballad ia my hobby-bone; which 
though otherwiae a simple sort of hannletia jdiolical' 
beaat eDouu;h, has yvt this bleseed headstrong pro- 
perty, that when once it has fairly made off with a 
baplesB wight, it gets so enamoured with the tinkle- 
gingle tinkle-giugle of its owd bells, that it U sure 
. to run poor pilgaillc, the bedlam -jockey, quite be- 
yond Buy useful point or post in the common rac* 

The futlowiog son^ I have composed for Omn- 
fooU, the Highland lur, that, you tell me in j'our 
lut, you hare resolved to give a place to in jonr 
book. I have this moment finished the song, so 
7ml haye it glowing from t}ie mint. If it suit you, 
well! — If not, 'tis also well! 

" ficfaoM ttie bom, the bait ittij*,' As. 
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CXXXIV. 
TO MR. THOMSON. 

September, 179S> 
I HAVE received your list, my dear sir, and here go 
my observations on it.* 

Down the bum Davie, I have tins moment tried 
an alteration, leaving out the last half of the third 
stanza, and the first half of the last stanza, tlms : 

As down the bum tbey took their way. 

And thro' the flowery dale ; 
His dieek to hers he alt did lay. 

And k>Te was ay the tale.' 

With '* Mary, when shall we return. 

Sic pleasure to renew ?** 
Quoth Mary, ** Love, I like the bum. 

And ay shall follow you.** f 

7'hro* the wood laddie, I am decidedly of opi- 
niou, that both in this, and There* II never be peace 
till Jamie comes hame, the second or high part of 
the tune l>eing a repetition of the first^ part aa 



• Mr. Thomson's list of songs for his publicatian* In his 
remarks the bard proceeds in order, and goes' throu|^ the 
whole : but on many of them he merely signifies his appro- 
bation. All his remarks of any importance are presented 
to the reader. 

t This alteration Mr. Thomson has adopted (or at least 
intended to adopt), instead of the last stanza of the original 
song, which is ot^ectionable in point of ddicacy. 
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ae higber, W oolf for laHmiDeiital music, and 
M be mach belter omitted in ainghig. 
Joad^n-kaoinei. Remember ia your index tliat 
soDg in pure Eogllili to thin tuue, beKinuIni;, 
" Wboi lummcr ooma, tiw ■salni oa Tweed." te. 
Uie prodncUfA of Crawford. Robert mu lii« 

'jaddit lie near me, must lie bf ">* fof some lime. 
lo not know ^e air; Hud antil I am complete 
Mer of a tune, in my own singini; (snch as it is)., 
an never compose for il. My way in : I considci 
; poetic senlimeat correspondent to my idea of 
; musical expression ; then choose my theme; 
^n one atanza; w^en thai is composed, which 
lenerally the most difficult part of Che busiaeu, 
lalk oat, sii down now and ihetf, look- out for 
iects in nature around me tliat are iu nniion and 
rmony with ihe cngitationa of my fancy, and 
■rkiogs of my bosom; hnmmii^ every now and 
sa the air. with thp verses I have framed. Wben~ 
^l my muse beginning lo jade, I retire to the 
litory fire-side of my. study, and theie commit 
I effiisions to paper; swinging at intervals ou 
! hind-1^ of my elbow-chiur ; by way of calling 
?th my own cri^cal strictures, as my pen goes 
. Seriously, this, at liome, is almost invariably 
fway. 

What cursed egotium 1 

Oill JUorice 1 am for leaving out. Il is a plaguy 
igth; the dr ludf is never sung; and its jdac« 
D wdl be supplied by one or two songs for fine 
■a that are not In your list. For instance, Craigie- 
m Wood and ijoy'i fVifi, The fint, beside iU 
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intrioiie merit, hu novelty; and the lasthuUfli 
merir, U well u great c^britj. 1 hare tbeori- 
^nsl wordi of a «mg for the last tir, in the bisd- 
writing of the lad; who composed it ; and the; tn 
superior to any editioo of the smig whkh the pib' 
11c baa yet s^cn. 

lUgAlaHd laddie. The old let will pleeae a nere 
Scotch ear beat y and the new, an ItaUaotieJ ok. 
There b a tliird, and what Oswald calls the old 
Btghlaod laddie, which pleases me more than eilbtr 
ofthem. It Is sometimes called OhtglaaJoltmlii 
it being the air of an uid bomorone tawdry mb; 
of that name. You will t)nd it in the Hnienni, ' 
An; been Tif Crooileden, &c. I would adriee yon In i 
this mn^cal qnandary, to offer up yonr prafen to 
the mueea tor inipiring direMioa ; and in the mean 
time, waiting for this direction, bestow a libalioi 
to Bacchus ; and there Is not a donbt but you wD) 
h'tt <m a Judicious choice. Probalnm ret. 

AuTd Sir SbHDB I must bcf you to leare oat, a> 
put In its place The Quakefi f*^. 

BlUhe hae I been o'er the hill, is one of the (M 
sAngsever! made in my lifb; and besides, is c« 
posed on a young lady, positively the most beanUf 
lovely woman in the vrorfd. As I purpose ^ 
you the names and designations of all my heral 
M appear in some fatnre edition of yonr i» 
perhaps half a century hence, yoo must ceTV 
Include The bonnieet latt A a" lite aarli \w 

Dalalle Dmie 1 have heard sai^ nineleeo' 
sand nine hundred sud ninety-nine tlmei, m 
wap ^th the chorus to the low part of tto 
and nothing has surprised me so nnudi I 
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qdnloD on tida tat^ect. If It wU not mh aa I jwp- 
pMcd, we will \ay two of the Btimzas togetber, and 
tlHD make the ebons follow. 

fee Awn Fathtr. I enJoK yon Frezer'a ke of th<« 
time wboi he pl^ it ilow ; in tact be makei it the 
lingnage of detpair. I shall here give joa two 
Ninm in that style, merely to try i/ U mil b« 
wy improvement. Were it possible, in sin^ng, ta 
^Te it balf tiie palhos which Fm-tr pves It in 
jdapng, It would mxlu: as iidinirably pathetic song. 
] do net gite tbMe veraca for »iy merit they bave. 
I eompoaed tbem at the time in which Palie /lllan'i 
milker died, that teai abom the hack e' midnight i a/ad 
by tbe lee-nde of a bowl of punch, which bad over- 
Mi every mortal in company, except the bautboit 
tod tbe bviK, 

" Tbou but left ne mei, Jtatde, Ehou hut leA ma vTti." 

^ocjteyaixf Jenny I would discard, and in its place 
would pnt Therfi nae lack i^oul the heme, wUcb 
bas a very jdeasant ^r, and which ia poaitirely the 
ilseat love-baUad in that atyle in tbe Scottish, w 
perhaps in any other langaage. V%«» ihe came ben 
the beMet, as an air, la more beaa^ful than dther, 
and In tlie andanle way would unite with a chann- 
ing sentimental ballad. 

Sate pe mg Father T ia oneof my greatest fatonr- 
itta. The evening before laat, I wandered out, and 
began a lender eong ; tn what I tbinb is ita native 
'■t)4e. I moat premiae, that tbe old way, and the 
wqr to give most eSbct, ia to bare no starting note, 
*a tbe fiddlen call it, bat to burst at once into the 
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pathos. Every country girl sings — Saw ye my h* 
ther? &c. 

My song is but just begun ; and I should like, 
before I proceed, to know your opinion of it. I 
have sprinkled it with the Scottish dialect, but it 
may be easily turned into correct English.* 
- Todlin hame, Urbani mentioned an idea of his, 
.which has long been mine; that this^ir is highly 
susceptible of pathos: accordingly, yon will soon 
hear him at your concert try it to a song of mine 
in the Museum ; Ye banks and braes o* bomiie Dow. 
One song more and I have done : ^uld lang syne. 
The air is but mediocre s but the following song, the 
old song of the olden times, and which has never 
been in print, nor even in manuscript, until I took 
it down from an old man's singing, is enough to 
recommend any air. 

. « Should auld acqiudntance be forgot, " &c. 

Now I suppose I have tired your patience £urly. 
You must, after all is over, have a number of b^- 
lads, properly so called. Gill Morice, Tranent Muir^ 
APPherson*s Farewell, Battle of SherijrMuhr, or fVe 
ran and they ran (I know the author of this charm- 
ing ballad, and his .history) , Hardiknute, Barbara 
Allan (I can furnish a finei* set of this tune than 
any that has yet appeared), and besides, do you 
know that I really have the old tune to which Ths 
Cherry and the Slae was sung; and which is mep- 
tioned as a well known air in Scotland's Ck>mplaint, 

* " Where arc the joys I hae met in the morning,** die. 
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book pnbliflhcd before pnor Mary's Axjt. It wsa 
en caHei The banii o' Heliam; an old poem 
liich PinkertoD had broughl lo light. You wiU 
e ftll Ibis iu Tytler'9 history of ScottUh mnsiC. 
ne tune, to a learned ear, may have no great me- 
1 : but it is a great cnrioaity. I have a good many 
iginal thtngv of this liind, 

CXXXV. 
TO HR. THOMSON. 

SepCanber, ITSS^ 
AM happy, my dear sir, that my ode plemei you 

' much. Your idea, " honour's lied," is, though 
beautiful, a liaclineyed idea; so, if you please, 

e will let the line stand as it is. I live altered 

le song as follows.* 

N.B. I have borrowed the last stanza from the 

immoQ Btall edition of Wallace. 



And Ubetcy rclunu wilh cveij Wow." 

A couplet worthy of Homer. .Vesterdayyouhad 
lough of my correspondence. Ilie post goes, and 
y hefid acbea miserably. One comfort! — I suffer 
I much just now in this world, far last ntgtit'* 
vlality, that I shall escape scot-free for it iu the 
orldtocome. Amea. 
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CXXXVI. 

TO MR. THOMSON. 

September* 179S. 
'* Who shall decide when doctors disagree ?"* My 
ode pleases me so mnch tl^at I cannot alter it. 
Yoar proposed alterations woul^ id my opinion, 
make it tame. I am exceedingly obliged to yon for 
putting me on reconsidering it ; as I think I have 
much improved it. Instead of *' soger ! hero !" I 
will have it *' Caledonian ! on wi' me ! " 

I have scrutinized it over and over; and to the 
world some way or other it shall go as it is.' At the 
same time it will not in the least hurt me, should 
you leave it out altogether, and adhere to your first 
intention of adopting Logan's verses.* 

I have finished my song to' Saw ye my Father ? 
and in English, as you will see. That there is a 
syllable too much for the expression of the air, is 
true ; but allow me to say, that the mere -dividing 
of a dotted crotchet into a crotchet and a quaver, is 
not a great matter: however, in that I have no 
pretensions to cope in. judgment with you. Of the 
poetry I speak with confidence ; but the music is a 

• Mr. Tbofmsott has Tery properly adopted this soi^ (if 
it may be 8o called) as the bard presented it to him. He 
has attached it to the air of Lewie Gordon, and i>exh8p8 
among the existing airr he eoiild not find a better; but 
the poetry is suited to a much higher strain of music, and 
may employ the geniiiy of some Seottish Handel^ if any 
such should in Aiture arise* 



buiness wbei-e I btnt m]' ideaa with the utmoat 
diffidmce. 

The old Fenes bave merit, thoagh anequai, aod 
are popslart my adTice is, to let the air lo the 
old worda, and let mine follow as English versea. 
Here they are — 

" Where we Uie Joyi I hive met in the monung," fcc- 



TO MR. THOMSON. 

September, iTfU. 
1 HAVB been turning over utine vohimes of aongs, 
to find verges wboee meaeurea wonld suit the ain, 
tor nhich joa bare aDoIted me to find EagtiRh 

For MvMaiut ffUHe, yoa hftve. In Bamwys Tea- 
lable, BB exceltcut Mag, begiamng, " Ah ! why 
those tears ia Ndly-a eyes ?'■ As for Tkt Coltiti'* 
Dochter, take the following ojd Bacchaaal. 

" Deluded- nifain, the plesiuie," *o. 
The faalty Kne iii Logan-Water, I mend thai : 



The sODg otherwise will paaa. As to BPGregoira 
BaaJtuib, yon will see a song of mine to it, wHh a 



Mt of the sir mperior to fonn. In tbe MmtnB, '■ 
TOl. 11. p. 181. 'liie eong begins, 

" RiviDg Tindi uouDd her bJowing." 

Yonr Irish aira are prelt]', bnt they are downrigbt 
Iriih. If they were like the Baoiu o/Bamm, fur 
iiutatice, though really Irish, yet in the ScotlUb 
tule, yon might adopt them. Since you are so tbnd 
of \r\iii mnuc, what say you to twenty-fiTe of them 
in an additional number ? We conid easily find llui 
quantity of charming airs : I will take care that yon 
shall not want songs ; and I as«nre yon that yoa 
would find it (he most saleable of the whole. . If 
joa do not approve of B^'t ffi/i, for the music'i 
lake, we shall not insert it. Deil lak Iht wart, Is x 
cbattninK song ; so Is, Saa ge mg Peggg ? Thrr€t 
not tuck about the heuw, well Reserves a place. I 
CMinat say that. O'er the hUb and far awa, strikes 
me as equal to yonr selection. Tkh itnomg ain 
lUvte, 1b a great faiourite air of mine ; and If you 
will send me your set of It, 1 will task my muse to 
her highest effort. What is yoar opinion of / Aae 
laid a herrm in tool ! I like it ranch. Your Jaco- 
bite ura are pretty ; and there are man; others of 
the Name kiud, pretty ; bnt you have not room for 
them. You cannot, I think, insert Fie, let <u a" 
to Iht bridal, 10 any other words than its ovra. 

What pleases me, as simple and naice, disgnsts 
yoti as ludicrous and low. For this reason. Fie, git 
.me my coggie, Sin — Fh, let tu tf to tie bridal, ttit'h 
several others of that cast, are to me highly plea- 
ring ; while. Saw ye my Father, or tain ye my Mo- 
therj delights me with its descriptive simple pathos, 
Tims my song. Ken ye ahat Meg o' the Slillhat 



nt pleases myself so much, that I cannot try 
land at another song to the air ; so I shall not 
ipt it, I know yon will langh at all this ; but, 
[a man wears his belt his am gait." 

cxxxviii. 

TO MR. THOMSON. 

October, 179S. 
R last letter, my dear Thomson, was indeed 
B with heavy news. Alas, poor Erskine!* The 
ilection that he was a coadjutor in your pnbli- 
o, has till now scared me from writing to yon, 
iming my thoughts on composing lor you. 
im pleased that you are reconciled to the air of 
Quaker" i fVife: though, by the bye, an old 
iland gentleman, and a deep antiquarian, tells 
it is a Gaelic air, and known by the name of 
er m* chost. The following verses, I hope, will 
3e you, as an EngUsh song to the air. 

«< Thine am I, my faithful fair/ dte. 

our objection to the Englisli song I proposed 
John Anderson my jo, is certainly just. The 
iwing is by an old acquaintance of mine, iand I 
k has merit. The song was never in print, 
ch I think is so ^uch in your favour. The 
e original good poetry your collection contains, 
ir^infy has so mudi Uie more merits 

The honovn^bie A. Enkine, brother to Lord Kelly. 

E 2 



I 



Whil* hire, iiU meUnchDly, 

Hy pnHlon I deplore. 
Yet, urge* by itero, reri>tlH 

1 iHud or love; ud <tilli dli 
The uidiln't power denied 

[ lAugb'd at every Iovdt'i pa' 
And mock'd thtm vtien tt 

But bov my iCala l> ■Itei'd I 

Thoet hippy d*yi «• <ft 

Far 111 thy uaielentlug b>U 



IM (aeioui pl^ n 
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raand, if you like his manner. Possibly, as be is an 
old Mend of mine, I may be prejudiced in his fa- 
Toar ; but I like some of his pieces very much. 

THE NIGHTINGALE. 

BY GAVIN TURNBULL. 

Thou sweetest minstrel of the grove. 
That ever tried the plaintive strain. 

Awake thy tender tale of love. 
And voothe a poor forsaken swain. 

For though the muses deign to aid. 
And teach lum smoothly to complain ; 

Yet Delia, charming, cruel maid. 
Is deaf to her forsaken swain. 

All day, with fashion's gaudy sons. 
In sport she wanders o'er the plain ; 

Their tales approves, and still she shuns 
The notes of her forsaken swain. 

When evening shades obscure the sky, ' 
And bring the solemn hours again, 

B^gin, sweet bird, thy mdody. 
And soothe a poor forsaken swain. 

I shall just transcribe another of Tumbull's, whicli 
would go charmingly to Lewie Gordon, 

LAURA. 

BY GAVIN TURNBULL. 

Let me wander where I will. 
By ihady wood, or winding rill ; 
Where the sweetest May-bom flowers 
Paint the meadows, deck the bowers; 




WVttn^B liSTTteRt. 

Where Hm thmef • ntAf umi 
CdMMi •#eet ttieiioode amqog s 
Let me vandar when I will, 
Laun haunts my fiuocy still. 

f f at roey dawn I dusoae 
To iiidalge the smiling muse ; 
If I oovrt some cool fetreat. 
To avoid Uie noon-tide heat t 
If, beneath the moon's pale xaf • 
Through unftrequented -wilds I stAy ; 
Let me wander where I win, 
Laura hauiits my fisncy sfill. 

When At night the drowsy god 
Waves his sleep-oompelliiig rod» 
And to fancy's wakeful eyes 
Bids celesfial visions rise; 
While with boundless Joy I rove 
Through the fairy-land of love i 
Let me wander where I will. 
Laura haunts my fancy still. 

[le rest of your letter I shaU answer at some 
r opportiuilty« 



CXXXIX. 
TO JOHN M'MURDO, E8^. 

December, 179^- 
[R, 

s said that we tsfke the greatest liberties with 
greatest friends, and I pay myself a -very high 
pliment in the manner in which t am going to 
y the remark. I hafe owed yoa money longer 
1 ever I ^wed It to any maD^— Here is Kei^s ac- 
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eoont, and bere are six guineas ; aod now, I don't 
owe a shilling to man-*- or woman either. But for 
these damned dirty, dog's-ear'd little pages,* I had 
done mjself the honour to have waited on you long 
a^o. Independent of the obligations your hospita- 
lity has laid me under ; the consciousness of your 
superiority in the Tank of man and gentleman, of 
itself was fiilly as much as I could ever make head 
against ; but to owe you money too, was more than 
I could face. 

I think I once mentioned something of a collec- 
tion of Scots songs I have some years been making : 
I send you a perusal of what I hare got together. I 
could not conveniently spare them above five or six 
days, and five or six glances of them will probably 
iBore than sufiice you. A very few of them are my 
own. When yon are tired of them, please leave 
them with Mr. Clint, of the King's Arms. There is 
not another copy of the collection in the world ; and 
I should be sorry that any unfortunate negligence 
should deprive me of what has cost me a good deal 
of pains. 

CXL. 
TO IklttS. <l • • • ♦. 

H^ho was to bespeak a Play one Evening at the 
Dumfries Theatre, 

I AM thinking to send my Address to some peri^t> 
cal publication, but it has not got your sanction, so 
jpray look over it. 

. • Soottiih Bank Notet. 
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Aa (o the Toetdiiy't plaj, let me bq( of yon, n/ 
de*r madain, to gire ns, fAc ffonder, a fCmtm 
keept a Secret ! to irtiich pleaiie add, 7'Ac 8;>iiill 
GUJd— j<M wiU highly oblige me by ao doing. 

Ah ! what an ennable crfatare you are t llien 
now, thU curMd gloomy blne-deril day, you are go- 
ing lo a party of choice spirits — 



But at yon rejoice with them that do i^oice, do 
also remember to weep with them that weep, and 
ptty your melancholy friend. 



To a Ladf, infanour i^a Plagn'i Ben^. 

Vov were so very good as to promise me to honour 
my friend with yout preaence on his benefit-ni(^. 
Tliat night is fixed for Friday first : the play a most 
inlerestini; one ! The Way lo keep Him. 1 hare the 
pleasure to know Mr. G. well. His merit as an actor 
is generally acknowledged. He has genius and 
Aorth which wonld do honour to patronage : be is 
a poor and modest man ; claims which from their 
very lilence bare the more forcible power <»i the 
geoertnu heart. Alas, fi>r pity 1 that ^rom the Ini- 



KEe ID their gift, too often dots braKn-fhmted 

importunity snatch tliat boon, the rightful dae of 
retiring, humble waat '. Of all the qualities we ai- 
liga to the Author and Director of Nulare, by far 
the mast enviable is — to be able " to wipe artay 
ill lean from all eyee." O what inaignificaat, mit- 
did wretches arc they, howercr chance may bara 
loaded them with wealth, who go to their grarei, 
to their magnitlcent maumleumt, with hardly the 
toosdonsness of Iiaring made one poor honest heart 
happy! 

Bnt I crave yoar pardon, madam ; I came to lieg, 
Kl to preach. 

CXLII. 



1 «M extremely obliged to yon for yonr kbd men- 
don of my interests, in a letter which Mr, S * ■ ■ 
(bowed me. At present, m; aitnation in life mmi 
be in a great measure Btatiraiary, at least for two or 
three years. Ilie statement is thit — I am on the 
npervlior's list ; and as ne come on there by pre- 
cedency, in two or three years I shall be at the 
head of that list, and be appointed 0/ count — then, 
a fnend might be of service to me in getting me In- 
to a place of the hingdoin which I would Ilkt A 
superriior's income varies from aboal a hondred 
and twenty, to two hundred a-year ; bnt the bnlt- 
MM Is an Incessant drndicerv. and would be uearlV 



a conplete bar to crery ipecica of literary -piawwik, 
lie nuHaent I anr appoiuied soiMxrijor in thecoB^ 
DumroutiiK, I mAf bennminaterioii the Golleclurs* ^ 
lUt ; and this is always a bnsiness pnrd; of polid, , 
al patronage. A cotlectonhip varies amcb Sam i 
better than two bnndred a-year to Dear a tboaraai ^ 
Thej also come forward by precedency on the Ual, 
and have, beside* ft bondsome income, a life o( b 
complete leisure. A life of Kterary leisnre, with i (^^ 
decent competence, i» the mnunit of my wiebcs. ife 
It woold be the pmdiah aSectotion of silly piideit 1^ 
me, to say that I do not need, or wonld not be in- li t 
deUed to a political friend ; at the same tine, sir, jn 
I by no meaas lay my offers before yon thna, 10 i 
hook my dependoit ^taatloa on your benevoleoM. i 
If, In my progreu of life, an opening shonld occur 
Where the good offices of a gentleman of your pnblic . 
.character and political coiuequence might bring mc i 
forward, I will petition your goodness with the , I 
tame frankness and dncerity at I now do mycdf i i 
the hoDoor to subscribe myself, &c. * i 

CXLUI. 
TO Hnfi. «•■•>■ 

Dbar Madam, 
I MBAirr to ba?e caHed on yon yestenught ; hot m 
1 edged np to yoorlxa-doorrthe first object whid 
greeted my idew was «hk of those lobaEer- coaled 
pnpidei, sitting like another dn^oo, guarding the 
'Hesperian fralt. On the conditions and capitnla' 
tions yon so obl^ngly offer, I bball ceit^oly make 
my weUber-beaten rustic phiz a part of )wur b«- \ 



/ 



^ 
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lutare- on Taesday, when we may amUige the 
siness of the visit. 



Among the prufnsion'of idle compliments, which 
sidious craft, or unmeaning folly, incessantly offer' 
your shrine — a shrine, how far exalted above 
ch adoration ! — permit me, were it but for rarity's 
k&y to pay yon the honest tribute of a warm heart 
id an independent mind ; and to assure you that 
uii, thou most amiable, and most accomplished 
' thy sex, with the most respectful esteem, and 
rvent regard, thine, &c. 

CXLIV. 

TO THE SAME. 

y ILL wait on yon, my ever-valued friend, bat 
hether in the morning I am not sure, n Sunday 
OSes a period of our cursed revenue business, and 
lay probahly keep me employed with my pen until 
M)n. Fine employment for a poet's pen ! There 
va species of the human genus that I call the gin^ 
wse class : what epviable dogs they are ! Round, 
id round, and round they go. — Mundell's ox, thafr 
rives his cotton-mill, is, their exact prototype-r 
ithout an idea or wish beyond their circle ; fat, 
eek, stupid, patient, quifet, and contented ; while 
BTB I sit, sdtogether Novemberish, a d melange 
r fretfulness and melancholy; not enough of the 
ae to rouse me to passion, nor of the other to re- 
)0e me in torpor ; my soul flouncing and fluttering 
>iuid her tenement, like a wild finch caught amid 
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the horrors of wmter, and irewly thrast into a cage. 
Well, I am persuaded that it was of me the He- 
brew sage prophesied, when he foretold—** And 
behold, on whatsoever this man doth set his heart, 
it shall not prosper \" If my resentment is awaken- 
ed, it is sure to be where it dare not sqoealL ; and 
if- 



Pray that wisdom and bliss be more frequent visi* ^ 
tors of 

R.B. 

CXLV. 

TO THE SAME. 

I HAVE this moment got the song from S* * *, and 
I am sorry to see that he has spoilt it a good deal. 
It shall be a lesson to me how I lend him any thing 
again. 

I have sent yon FTerter, truly happy to have any, 
the smallest opportunity of obtiging you; 

'lis tme,Vadam, I saw you once since 1 v«as at 
W ♦ * • ; and that once froze the very life-blood of 
my heart. Your reception of me was such, that a 
wretch meeting the eye of his judge, about to pro- 
nounce sentence of death on him, could only have 
envied my feelings and situation. But I hate the 
theme, and never more shall write or speak on it. 

One thing I shall proudly say, that I can pay 
Mrs. * * * A higher tribute of esteem, and appre- 
ciate her amiable worth more truly, than any man 
whom I have seen approach her. 



BtJRNS'B LETTERSr. 91 

CXLVI. 
TO THE SAME. 

I HAVE often told you, my dear friend, that you 
had a spice of caprice in your composition, and 
you have as often disavowed it : even, perhaps, 
while your opinions were, at the moment, irrefra- 
gably proving it. Could any thing estrange me from 
a friend such as you ? — No! To-morrow I shall 
have the honour of waiting on you. 

Farewell, thou first of friends, and most accom- 
plished of women ; even with all thy little caprices ! 

CXLVII. 
to the same. 

Madam, 
I RETURN your common-place book : I have perused 
it with much pleasure, and would have contiuuetl 
my criticisms ; but as it seems the critic has for- 
feited your est^m, his strictures must lose their 
value. 

If it is, true that *' offences come only from the 
heart," before you I am guiltless. To admire, 
esteem, and prize you, as the most accomplished of 
women, and the first of friends — if these are crimes, 
I am the most ofifending thing alive. 

In a face where I used to meet the kind compla- 
cency of friendly confidence, now to find cold neg« 
lect and contemptuous scorn — is a wrench that 
my heart can ill bear. It is, however^ some kind of 
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miserable good luck, that while de haut-en-bas ri- 
gonr may depress an unoffending wretch to th( 
ground, it has a tendency to rouse a stubboni some- 
^ thing in his bosom,, which, though it cannot hea 
t|ie Wounds of his soul, is at least an opiate to blnni 
their poignancy. 

With the profoundest resect for your abilities ; 
the most sincere esteem and ardent regard for yoni 
gentle heart and amiable manners ; and the mosi 
fervent wish and prayer for your welfare, peace, ant 
bliss, I have the honour to be, madam, your most 
devoted humble servant. 



CXLVIII. 

TO JOHN SYME, ESQ. 

You know that, among other high dignities, yot 
have the honour to be my supreme court of critical 
judicature, from which there is no appeal. I en- 
close you a song which I composed since I saw you, 
and I am going to give you the history of it. Dc 
you know, that among much that I admire in the 
characters and manners of those great folks whom 1 
have now the honour to call my acquaintances, the 
O • • • family, there is nothing, charms toe more 
than Mr. O.'s unconcealable attachment to that in- 
comparable woman. Did you ever, my dear Sjrme. 
meet with a man who owed more to the Dirinc 
Giver , of all good things than Mr. O. ? A fine for- 
tune, a pleasing exterior, self-evident amiable dis- 
positions, and an ingenuous upright mind, and thai 
informed, too, much beyond the usual run of young 
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fellows of his rank and fortune ; and to all this, 
such a woman 1 — but of her I shall say nothing at 
all, in despair of saying any thing adequate. In my 
^ng, I -have endeavoured to do justice* to what 
would be his feelings, on seeing, in the scene I have 
drawn, the habitation of his Lucy. As I am a good 
deal pleased with my performance, I in my first 
fervour, thought of sending it to Mrs. O • • • ; but 
on second thoughts, perhaps tvhat I offer as the 
honest incense of genuine respect, might, from the 
well-icnown character of poverty and poetry, be con- 
strued into some modification or other of that ser- 
vility which my soul abhors.* 

CXLIX. 

TO MISS • • • • 

Madam, 
NOTHING short of a kind of absolute necessity could 
hsLvp made me trouble you with this letter. Except 
my ardent and just esteem for your sense, taste, 
and worth, every sentiment arising in my breast, as 
I put pen to paper to yOu, is painful. The scenes I 
have past with the friend of my soul and his ami- 
able connexions ! t}^e wrench at my heart to think 
that he is gone, for ever gone from me, never more 
to meet in the wanderings of a weary world! and 
the cutting reiSection of all, that I had most unfor- 
tunately, though most undeservedly, lost the con- 
fidence of that soul of worth, ere it took its flight ! 



* The song enclosed wafr— " O wat ye wha'i in yon town V* 
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- 'Hwfe, I— dim, are acDMitioai of no'ord 
KdUli. — Howerer, jou also may be offes 
aome tn^Med improprietiM of mine; i 
yon know I pcwacsB, and aincerity aoiie 

To oi^oge thoee pi^dkee which b 
raited agvnst me, U noi die bnsineu of t 
todeed it ia a wrirfare I know not how 
'He ponen of pasiUve nre I can iu sw 
calcnlate, aod-againat diFCCt malev<riemcc 
' oa my gaard ; Mt who can estimate the 
giddy caprice, or ward off the mithlnhiii; 
of precipitate folly ? 

1 have a favour to request of you, madai 
your ^t^r Mrs. * • •, through your mei 
knoiT that, at 4he wish of my late friend, 
collection of all my tflflea in verse which ! 
ivritten. There ore rnauy of thcni local, 
them puerile and silly, and all of them ud 
public eye. As I have some little fame a 
fame that I. tntat may live, when the bat 
who "watch for my halting,'' andtbecoD 
*neer of chose whom accident baa made 
Hon, will, irith themaelves, be gone to tl 
of oblivion ; I am uneasy now for the feb 
manuscripts. — Will Mrs, • • • have the (p 
deatroy them, or return tbem to me ? Ai 
of friendAip they were bestowed) aodlhi 
stance indeed-waa all thrar merit. Most 
for me, that merit they no longer posse 
hope that Mra. ••••'« goodness, whi 
know, and ever will revere, will not r 
favour to a man whom she once held 
degree of estimation. 
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With the tmcertglt esteem, I Have the honour to 
be, madam, &c. 

CL. 

TO MR. CUNNINGHAM. 

S5th Febiuary, 1794. ' 

Canst thou minister to a mind diseased ? Canst 
thou speak peacie alid rest to a soul tossed on a sea of 
troubles, without one friendly star to guide her 
course, and dreading that the next surge may over- 
whelm her ? Canst thou give to a frame, tremblingly 
alive- as the tortures of suspense, the stability and 
hardihood of the' rock that braves the blast ? -If 
thou canst not do the least of these, why wouldst 
thou disturb me in my miseries with- thy inquiries 
after me ? 

For diese two months I have not been able to lift 
a pen. My constitution ^ind frame were, ab origine, 
blasted with a deep inctirable taint of hypochondria, 
which poisons my existenee. Of late a numiber of 
domestic vexations, and smne pecuniary share in the 
ruin of these « • » * ♦ times ; losses which, though 
trifling, were yet what I could ill bear, have so irri- 
tated me, that my feelings at times could only be en- 
vied by a reprobate spirit listening to the sentence 
that dooms it to perdition. 
' Are you deep ki the language of consolation ? I 
have exhausted in reflection every topic of comfort. 
^ hgart at ease would have been charmed with my 
sentiments and reasonings ; but as to myself, I was 
like Judas Iscariot preaching the Gospel : he flight 



96 BUS 

mdt uiil mould the hearti of thoie aroaixl h 

hiK own kept its Datiie locorrigibilkjr. 

SliU there are two greal pillars that betu 
amtd the wreck of misfortime and mlaer;. 1 
ii composed of the different litodificatioas c 
tain Doble, gtabbom something in man, ki 
the names of courage, fortitude, magnanimil 
OTHRa Is made np of those feelings and -seat 
which, however the sceptic may deny them. 
CDthDBiast disfigure them, are yet, 1 am coi 
original and component parts of the hnm: 
those (nuM o/Uie mlad, if I may be allowed 
prcs^on, which connect us with, and iini 
those Bwfnl obscore realities — an all-power 
equally betieiiceiit God; and a world to co 
~ yond death and the grarc. The first gives tl 
of combat, while a ray of hope beams on tl 
— the last pours the balm of comfort t 
wonnds which time caa never core. 

I do not remember, my dear Cunntngfaa 
yon and I ever talked on the snl^ect of reli 
alL Iknowsomewholan^rbatit, attbetrk 
crafty few, to lead (he undiiceming man^ 
most as an uncertain ol^cnrity, which manl 
ueier know any thing of, and with-whlch 1 
fools, if they give themselves much to do 
would I quarrel with a man for his intlig 
more than I wonld for his want of a musical 
would regret that he was shut out from whai 
and to olhere, were such superlative source 
joymenl. It is in this point of view, and 
reasim, that I wilt deeply imbue the mind 
child of mine with religion. If my son shot 
pen (o be a man of feeling, sentiment, and 
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shall thus add largely to hi» enjoyments. Let me 
flatter myself that this sweet little fellow, who is 
jost now running about my desk, will be a man of a 
melting, ardent, glowing heart; and an imagination, 
delighted with the punter, and rapt with the poet. 
Let me figure him wandering out in a sweet even- 
ing, to inhale the balmy gales, and enjoy the grow- 
ing luxuriance of the spring ; himself the while in 
the blooming youth of life. He looks abroad on all 
nature, and through nature up to nature's Qoi. His 
soul, by swift delighting degrees, is rapt above this 
sablunary sphere, until he can be silent no longer,^ 
and bursts out. into the glorious enthusiasm of 
Thomson, 

" These, as they change, Ahnighty Father, these 
Are but the varied Ood.— The rolling year 
Is full of thee." 

And so on in all the spirit and ardour of that charm- 
ing hymn. 

These are no ideEd pleasures : they are real de- 
lights ; and I ask what of the delights among the 
sons of men are superior, not to say equal, to them ? 
And they have this precious, vast addition, that 
conscious Virtue stamps them for her own ; and lays 
hold on them to bring herself into the presence of a 
witnessing, judging, and approving God. 



vox. //. 
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CLl, 

toUrs. iv»«« •• 



Supposes himself to he writhigfi'om the L 

Living, 

Madam, 
I DARE say this is the first epistle you ev( 
from this nether world. I write you fn 
gions of Hell, amid the horrors of the dan 
time and manner of my leaving your eart 
exactly know, as I took my departure in 1 
a fever of intoxication, contracted at your 
tahle mansion ; but, on my arrival here, I 
tried, and sentenced to endure th^ purga 
tures oithis infernal confine for the space 
nine years, eleven months, and twenty-] 
and all on account of the impropriety o 
duct yesternight under your roof. Here 
on a bed of pitiless fiirze, with my achiu] 
clined on a pillow of ever-piercing thorn 
infernal tormentor, wrinkled, and old) anc 
name I think is Recollection^ with a whi 
pious, forbids peace or rest to approacl 
keeps anguish eternally awake. Still, in 
could in any measure be reinstated in the 
nion of the fair circle whom my conduct 
so much injured, I think it would be an ; 
to my torments. For this reason I troubl 
this letter. To the men of the company I 
no apology. — Your husband, who insist 
drinking more than I chose, has no righ 
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Die ; and the other gentlemen were partakers of •iny 
guilt. But to you, madam, [ have much to apolo- 
gize. Your ^od opinion I valued as one of the 
greatest acquisitions I bad made-on earth, and I waSi 
truly a heast to forfeit it. There was a Miss !*♦•, 
too, a woman of fine sense, gentle and unassuming 
manners— do make, on my part, a miserable d—- ^ 
wretch's best apology to her. A Mrs. G*****, a 
charming woman, did me the honour to be preju- 
diced in my^ favour ; this makes me hope that I have 
not outraged her beyond all forgiveness. — To all the 
other ladies please present my humblest contrition 
for my conduct, and my petition for theic gracious 
pardon. O, all ye powers of decency and decorum ! . 
whisper to them, that my errors, though great, were 
involuntary — that an intoxicated man is the vilest 
of beasts — that it was not in my nature to be brutal 
to any one — that to be rude to a womai}^ when in 
my senses, wasimpossible with me — but — 

Regret ! Remorse 1 Shame ! ye three hell-hounds 
that ever dog my steps and bay at my heelS, spare 
me ! spare me ! 

Forgive the offences, and pity the perdition of,, 
madam, your humble slave. 

CLII. 

TO MR. THOMSON. 

May. 17i^ 
My dear sir, 
I RETURN you the plates, wi.th which I am highly 
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plieased ; I would hamtiiy propose, instead of the 
yooiiker knitting stockings, to put a stock and Korn 
into his hands. ^ frtend of mine, who is positively 
tlie ablest judge on the subject I have ever met with, 
and though an unknown, is yet a superior artist 
with the JSttrtn, is quite charmed with Allan's man- 
ner. I got him a peep of the Gentle Shepherd; and 
he pronounces AUan a most origrnal artbt of great 
excellence. 

For my patt, I look on Mr. Allan's choosing my 
favourite poem for his suttject, to be one of the 
highest compliments I have ever received. 

I dm quite vexed at Pleyel's being cooped up in 
France, as it wiU put an entire stop to our work. 
Kow, and for six or seven months, / thdtt be quite in 
$ong, as you shall see by-and-by. I got an air, 
pretty enough, composed by Lady ElTzabeth Heron, 
of Heroti, which she calls The Banke of Cree, Crec 
is a beautiful romantic stream ; and as her lady- 
ship is a particular friend of mine, I have written 
the following song to it : 

*' Here it the glen, and here the bower,** &c 

CLIII. \> 

TO MR. THOMSON. 

July, 1794. 

Is there no news yet of Pleyel ? Or is your work to 
be at a dead stop, until the allies set our modem 
Orpheus at liberty from the savage thraldom of de- 
mocratic discords ? Alas the day ! And woe is me ! 
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That auspicions period, pregnant with the happi- 
ness of millions * — *»♦»»• 

I have presented a copy of your songs to the 
daughter of a much-yalued and much-honoui-ed 
friend of mine, Mr. Graham, of Fintry. I wrote on 
the blank side of the title-page the following address " 
to the youbg lady : 

** Here, where the Scottish Muse immortal lives/' &o. 

CLIV. 

TO MR, THOMSON. 

30th August, 179^' 
The last evening, as I was straying but, and think- 
ing of O'er the hills and far away, I spun the fol- 
lowing stanza for it ; but whether my spinning will . 
deserve to be laid up in store, like the precious 
thread of the silk-worm, or brushed to the deviF^ 
like the vile manufacture of the spider, I leave, my 
deal' sir, to your usual candid criticism. 1 was 
pleased with several lines in^ it at fii*st : but I own 
that now it appears rather a flimsy business. 

This is just a hasty sketch, until I see whether it 
be worth a critique. We have many ssdlor songs, 
but as far as I at present recollect, they are mostly 
the effusions of the jovial sailor, not the wsdlings of 
his love-lorn mistress. I must here make one sweet 
exception — Sweet Annie frae the sea-heacfi came. 
Now for the song. 

" How can my poor heart be glad," &c. 

* A portion of this letter has been left out, for reasons 
that will be easily imagined. 
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I give you leave to abase this song, but do i 
spirit of Christian meekness. 

m 

CLV. 
TO MR. THOMSON. 

Sep 

I SHALL withdraw my, On the seas and fa 
altogether : it is unequal, and unworthy tl 
Making a poem is like begetting a son :' yoi 
know whether you have a wise man or a fo 
you produce him to the world to try him. 

' For that reason I send you the offsprin 
brain, abort iofts and all; and, as sucn, p 
over them, and forgive them, and burn then 
flattered at your adopting Ca* the yowe 
knowes, as it was owing to me that ever it 
light. About seven years ago I was well ac< 
with a worthy little fellow of a clergyman 
Clunie, who sung it charmingly ; and, at my 
Mr. Clarke took it down from his singing. 
I gave ii to Johnson, I added some stanza 
song, and mended others, but still it will n< 
you. In a solitary stroll which I took 1 
tried my hand on a few pastoral lines, folio 
the idea of the chorus, which I would | 
Here it is, with all its crudities and impel 

on its head, 

** Ca' the yowes to the knowes, 
Ca' them whare the heather growes* 
Ca' them whare the bumie rowes. 
My bomiie dearie. 

'' Hwk, th© mavU* eveiAng »»%;' &l<x. 
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hail give you my opinion of your other newly 
;ed songs my first scribbling fit. 

TO MR. THOMSON. 

Sept. 179*. 
m know a blackguard Irish song, called Onagh's 
r-fall? "'The air is charming, and I have often 
tted the want of decent verses to it. It is too 
I, at least for my humble rustic muse, to ex- 
:hat every effort of hers shall have merit ; still 
ik that it is better to have mediocre verses to 
)tirite £ur, than none at all. On this principle 
e all along proceeded in the Scots Musical 
um ; and as that publication is at its last vo- 
, I intend the following song, to the air above- 
ioned, for that work. 

.t does not suit you as an editor, you may be 
?d to have verses to it that you can sing before 

s. 

** Sae flaxen were her ringlets,** &c. 

it to compare small things with great, my taste 
isic is like the mighty Frederick of Prussia's 

in painting : we are told that he frequently 
red what the' connoisseurs decried, and al- 

without any hypocrisy confessed his admira- 
I am sensible that my taste in music must be 
j^ant and vulgar, because people of undisputed 
;ultivated taste can find no merit in my fa- 
te tunes. Still, because 1 am cheaply pleased, 
at any reason why I should deny myself that 
are? Many of our strathspeys, ancient and 
m, give me most exquisite enjoyment, where 
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yea and other jadgea would probably be shotving 
ilisgast. For Inetance, 1 nm jusl dow making 
verWB for Rolktmarche't Raul, an air which puts me 
in raptures ( Mid in UtA, onle^s I be pleased irilh 
the tune, I nerer can make verses Co it. Here I 
hare Clarke on mj side, tvho is a judge that I will 
pit against any nf yoo. Bothemwche, he says, is as 
air both original and beauliFul ; and on his recom- 
mendatioD, I bare taken the Gist part of the tOM 
for a chorus, aod the foarth or la^t part for the 
song. I am bat two stanzas deep in the work, and 
possibly you may think, and justly, that the poetry 
is as little worth your attention as the mnnc. 

I have begun anew, Lei me in l/iii at night. Do 
jou think that we oaght to ret^n the old chonu i 
I think we must retain both the old chorus and the 
Gru stauza of the old song. I do not altogether like 
tbethirdliaeofthefii^tManza, but cannot alter It. 
to please myself. 1 am just three stanzas deep in 
it. Would you hare the denoutmeBt to be suceesS' 
falor otherwise? should she " let him in," or not! 

Did you not once propose Th« Soufi Tail tv 
Gesrdie, as an air for your work ? I am quite de- 
lighted with it; but I acknowledge that Is no mark 
of its real eEcellecce. 1 once set about verses for it, 
■vvhich I meant lo be in the alternate way of a loter 
and bb miairesa chanting together. 1 have not the 
pleasure of knowlDg Mrs. Thomson's Christian 
name, and yours lam afriud is rather burlesque- for 
sentiment, else I had meant to hare made you the 
hero and heroine of the little [dere. 

^ow do yon like the following epigram, which 1 
wrote tbe other day on a lovely yoniiig girl's reco- 



You UTV fftb Jmr from-tbe gsmi — 



God grant you pattence with thla «tnp1d epistle ! 
CLVII. 



igth October, ITW. 
MV DEAR miEND, 

Br this morning's post I hare your list, aad, in 
general, 1 highly approve of it. I shall, at more 
Idaure give yoa a critique on ihe whole. Oarke 
goes W yonr tjiwn by to-day's Fly, and I ntsh you 
would call on him and lake his opinion In general : 
yon know hia taaie is a Mandard. He wilt return 
here ag^n in a week or two ; so, please do not miai 
asking for htm. One thing I hope he will do, per- 
suade you w adopt my favouriie, Ci-oifie-Jum-W'oorf, 
In your selection : it is as great a favourite of hie a* 
of mine. The lady on whom it waa made ia one of 
the finen women in Scotland ; and in fact {aUtt 
m¥*) is in a manner to me, what Sterne's Eliza 
was to him — a mistresa, or-&iend, or what yoa 
will, in the guileless simplicity of Platonic love. 
(Row don't put any of your squinting coostmctioni 
on thla, or have any cliahmaclaiver abont it among 
oar acqn^tanees.) I aasure you that to my lovely 
friend you are indebted tor many of your beat aonpi 
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of mine. D» tod thiak that Ihc sober gin-horse 
raollne of exutemce could inspire a man with life, 
and love, and jo; — could fire bim with entluiaiasni, 
.or melt him with pathos, equal to the ge&ins ot 
yonr book? No! no!— Wbeoeter I want to be 
nore than ordinary (ft «MV I- to be In sope degrae 
equal to your dirioer airs ; do you imagioe I bst 
and pray for the celestial emanation ? Tool mi 
cmtraire I I bare a gloriuas recipe; the very one 
tbat for his own use was invented by the divinity 
nf healing and poetry, when erst he piped to the 
flochB of Admetns. 1 put myaelf id p regimen of 
admiring a fine woman ; and id proportion to (he 
adorabillty of her charms, in proportion yoo are 
delighted with my verses. Ibt Ughtninf of ber 
ere IS the godhead of Parnasna ; and the witcbcry 
of bar smile the divinity of Helican I 

To descend to buiineu ; if yon like my idea of 
IVhm ihe cam bat aht bolikit, the follonlng stania 
of mine, altncd a little fiiam what they were tbr- 
miily when Mt to anwhfr ur, may perhaps do In- 
stead of worse llauilB. 



Now for a few miscellaneous reinarks. Tht Petit 
(in theMosenm) Is my compotitlon ; the Urwia 
taken down from Mrs.Bums's voice. It is vnll 
known in the West Country, bat the old words are 
tnuh. By the bye, take a look it the tone again, 
and tellmeif you donotlldnkitisthe original from 
which Botlin Ctulte U composed. The Mcond part, 
in paiticnlar, ft>r the flrat two or three ban. Is ei- 
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actly the old air. fflralhallatt't Lsment la mine ; 
the music is by our riglit trusty and deservedly 
well-beloved Allan Mastertou, DonochUHaid ix 
not mine ; 1 would glre lea pounds it were. It 
appeared first in the Edinburgh Henld ; and came 
W the ediCf>r £pf thai paper with tbe Mewcaritle post- 
mark OQ it.* Whittle o'er the lave dt is mine : the 



lu U i« tliii poeoi, to higbJy 



LiDna ]«t hii vimUng-ili 



Uy Bppl« VBked. ud toon ilw nied, 

" Qa. up, guld mu, and let him In: 
For weel ;« lun Ma wijiter al^t 



My Kppie^ »c 
But whBD il'i 



* Audita and A(f cultg Gun. The so 
thit U let in ihe MuBeum is mine, ai 
posed on Miss Euphcuiia Mairay, o 
commonly aad deaervedly called the 
Stralhmore. 

Hov long and dreary U Ihe Night/ 
some snch words in a colleclion of sooga 
whicli I altered aud eiilarged ; and to 
and to anit yoor favoarite air, I have la 
or two across my mdid, and iiave arrani 
M jon will find od the other p^, 

" Bov long ind dnvT ii Uh night. 

Tell me how you like this ; I diSe 
idea of the eipresaion of the tune. Thi 
a great deal of tl ' 
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my opinioii, dispense with a bass to your addenda 
^rs/ A lady of my acqaaintauce, ,a noted per- 
former, plays and sings at the same time so charm- 
ingly, that I shall never bear to see any of her song8 
sent into the world, as nailed as Mr. What-d'ye - 
calT-um has done in his London collection.* 

These English songs gravel me to death. I have 
not that command of the language that I have of my 
native tongue. I have been at Duncan Gray, to 
dress it in English, but all I can do is deplorably 
stupid. For instance : 

'* Let not woman tfex complain,'* &c. 

Since the above, I have been out in t^he country, 
taking a dinner with a friend, where I met with tlie 
lady whom 1 mentioned in the second page in this 
odds-and>euds of a letter. As usual I got into smg: 
and returning home, I composed the following : 

** Sleep'st thou, or wak'st thou, fairest creature/' &c. 

If you honour my verses by setting the air to 
'them, I will vamp up the old song, and make it 
English enough to be understood. 

I enclose you a musical curiosity, an East Indian 
air, which you would swear was a Scottish one. I 
know the authenticity of it, as the gentleman who 
brought it over is a particular acquaintance of mine. 
Bo preserve me the copy I send you, as it is the 
only one I have. Clarke has set a bass to it, and I 
intend putting it into the Musical Museum. Here 
follow the verses I intend forit. 

• Mr.Rit8on« 
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" BullMriy (wn In |l>dioine gncn,' ke. 

I tvonld be obliged to yoa if yoa would procure 
lue a Bight of muon's collection of EnglUh MUgi, 
which yon meoiioti in your Idler. 1 will tliank yon 
for another information, and that as speedily ax yon 
please : whether this miserxtble ilrawling hotchpotch 
epifUe baa not conplelely tired yon of my corre- 
upondence ! 

CLViri. 
TO MR. THOMSON. 



Manv thanki to you, my dear ^, for your prewnti 
it ia a book of the ntmost importance to m«. 1 
have yetterday begnn aiy anecdote), &c. for yanr 
work. I intend drawing it np In the form of a 
letter to you, which will save me from the tedioni, 
dull business of systematic arrangement. Indeed, 
as all! baTetoMyconsiMBofancoDDeeted remarks, 
wieodotes, scraps of old songs, &e., it would be im- 
possible lo give the work a beginiuDi!, a middk, - 
and an end, which the critics insist to be absotutely 
neresaary in a work. lu my last I told you my 
ot^ectiouB to the song yon had selected for Uf 
loigmg it on the cold grountl. Ou my visit the 
other day to my fi^r Chloile (that .is the poetic 
name of the lovely goddess of my inspiration), she 
suggested an idea, which I, in my return fi'OM the- 
visit, wrought into the following song : 

" Hy Chlorli, nuck bow fnen the grovei," &e. 
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Hoir do yon like Ihe simplicity and tenderneiE of 
this paaloral ? I think it pretty wdl. 

] like yan for eDWrjiig aa candidly and lo Itindly 
iiilo the story of Jifa chere tmie. I tunic yon 
I was never more in eamesc in my life, than !n the 
accoant of that OKsdi w)»cb 1 tent ye« in my laet. 
— Cottjngal love is a passion which I deeply feel, 
md hi){My Tcnerate : but, somehow, it doe* Cot 
make sach & figare in poe(y ta thM other spedes Of 
the pmioB, 

" When Lax it Ubanr, ud Natun Uh." 

Mustcriry «ipeBkin|f, the irst ^ an inetronMot of ' 
wliich the gamut is scanty and conliaed, bat the 
topea inexpressibly aweet i wlille the leal has powers 
eqaol to all the intellectuitl modnlntions of tbc 
human souL Still I am a very poet in my entbu- 
slaun of the paswon. The welfare and happinees of 
the beloved object is the first and inviolate sentiment 
that pervades my soul ; asd whatever pleasures I 
might wish for, of whatever might be the raptares 
tbey would pve me, yet, if thej interfere with that 
first priDCiplc, it is having' these pleamrea at a dis- 
honest price; and justice forUds, and generosity 
diadains the purchase !••••• 
Deflpatring of my own powers to give yoo variety 
euDDgh in English songs, I hare been turning over 
tdd coUectlmiB, to pick out scaigs, of which the 
neasurc is wioethiog similar to what I want ; and, 
with a little alteration, so as to suit the rhythm of 
the air exactly, to give yon them for your work. 
Where the songs hare hitherto been but little no- 
ticed, nor have ever been set to music, I think the 
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shift a fair 'one. A song, which, under the samt 
first verse, you will find in Ramsay's Tea-Tabk 
Miscellany, I have cut down foi; an English dress t( 
your Dainiie Davie, as follows : 



4( 



It WM the charming month of May«** ftc 



You may think meanly of this, but take a look s 
the bombast original, and you will be surprised tbi 
I have made so much of it. I have finished my son 
to Jlothemurche*s Rant; and you have Clarke to coi 
suit as to the set of the sur for singing. 

Chorutr-^* L«88ie wi* the Unt-wfaite locks/' dee. 

This piece has at least the merit of being a r< 
gular pastoral : the vernal mom, the summer uooi 
the autumnal evening, and the winter night, a 
regularly rounded. If you like it, well : if not, 
will insert it in the Museum. 

I am out of temper that you should set so swee 
so tender an air, as Deil tak the fVars, to the fpoVu 
old verses. You talk of the silliness of Saw ye n 
Father? by heavens! the odds is gold to braa 
Besides, the old song, though now pretty well mt 
demized into the Scottish language, is original! 
and in the early editions, a bungling low imit 
tion of the Scottish manner, by that genius To 
lyUrfey ; so has no pretensions to be a Scottii 
production. There is a pretty English song 
Sheridan, in the Duenna, to this lur, which is o 
of sight, superior to D*Urfey*s. It begins, 



»i 



When 88ble night each dioOni^V&^i^lBAt mtorinc.** 



/, 



perty. Is the rery native language of sittiplicity, 
Temleme&s, and love. I have itg^n gone over my 
sODg to the tuDe as follows. 

Now for my English aon; to Nanq/'a to tht 
gretmrwxi, ifc. 



There is au air, TAe Caledonian Hunfi Delight, Ui 
which I wrote a song that you will lind Id Johnson. 
Ye banks and iraet o' brmaie Dooii; this air, I 
Ihiok, Duf^ht find a place among yoiu haadred, as 
Lear says of his ku^hts. Do yon know the history 
of the air? It ia curious enongh. A good many 
years ago, Mr. Jamea Miller, writer iii your good 
towu, a gentleman whom possibly you know, was 
in company with onr friead Clarke ; and talking of 
Scottish music, MlUer expressed an ardent ambition 
lo be able to compose a gcots air. Mr, Clarke, 
partly byway of joke, told him to keep to the black 
keys of the harpsichord, and preEer\'e some kind of 
rhythm, and be would infallibly compose a Scots air. 
C^tunly it is, that in a few days Mr.Miller pro- 
duced the rudiments of an air, which Mr,Clarke, 
with some loaches and corrections, fashioned into 
the tune in question. Ritson, you know, has the 
same atory of the Black Kegt; but this account 
which I have just given you, Mr. Clarke informed 
jue of several years ago. Now to show you huw 
difficult it is to trace the origin of our ^rs, I have 
heard it repeatedly asserted that thia was an Irish 
air J nay, I met with an Irish gentleman who af- 
firmed be had heard it in Ireland among the old 



trad music! I myself hare latel 
ballada sddj throagh the streets 
10]' name at the head of ihem as t! 
it v/m the lirst time I had erer ae 
t thank you for admiltiujf Cr 
and I ahall take eare to fumis 
chorns. lu fact the chonis w 






le old vi 



.0 the a 



meut, I shall write a new Craigie 
gether. My heart is much in the 
I am ashamed, my dear fellow 
quest; 'lis duuDlug your genera 
menl, when I had forgottep whe) 
poor, I promised Chloris a copy ■ 
wrings my honest pride to write 
QDETacioua request is doubly so 

have extracted the necessary t 
tliem, I will return you Ritson's 



igih November, 1T91. 
Vou see, my dear air, what a punctual correspond- 
ent I am ;. though iudeed you may thauk yourself 
for the Ifdium of my lellers, as you hare so flat- 
tered me nn my lioraemanship ivith my favourite 
hobby, aud have praised the grticc of his ambling 
so much, that [ am ffarcelyever offhia back. For 
<nMaiice,thi3 moruiiig,1houghakeenblOTvingfro3I, 
in my walk before breakfast, 1 finished my duet 
which yoo were pleased to pr»l3e so much. Whether 
I have unifbnaly succeeded, I nitl not say ; but 
here it is for yon, though it is not an hour old. 

■' O Ptaillj, happy be tliit diy," lie. 

Tell me honestly how you like it ; aud point out 
whatever you thinlf fiiully. 

I am much pleased with'your idea of siuging our 
songs In altei'nate stanzas, and regret that you did 
not hint it to me sooner. In those that remain, I 
shall hAve it in my eye. I remember your objec- 
tions to the name Philly ; bnt it is the common . 
abbreriallon of Phyllis. Sally, the only other name 
that suits, has to my ear a vulgarity about it, nhich 
nntitait for any thing escept bnrlesqne. The legion 
of Scottish poetasters of the day, whom your brother 
editor, Mr. Ritson, ranks with me, as my coevals, 
have always mistaken vulgarity for siinplicily ; 
niiereaa, simplicity is as much tloignit from va\~ 



and 
Compare with. 



I 

{Ro3^s Wife of Aldivaloch. 
Lottie wi' the lint-white locks. 



Does not the tameness of the prefixed syllable 
strike you ? lu the last case, with the true fiiror of 
genius, you strike at once into the wild originality 
of the air ; whereas in the first insipid method, it is 
like the grating screw of the pins before the fiddle 
is brought into tune. This is my taste ; if I am 
wrong, I beg pardon of the cognoscenti. 

The Caledonian Hunt is so charming, that it 
would make any subject in a song go down ; but pa- 
thos is certainly its native tongue. Scottish Baccha^ 



rt 
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garity, on the one hand, as from afiected pobt and ^ 
pueiile conceit on the other. 

I agree with you as to the air, Craigie-burn-fVoody 
that a chorus would in some degree spoil the effect ; '^ 
and shall certainly have none in my projected song ^ 
to it. It is not however a case In point with Rothe- ^ 
murche; there, as in Roy*s ff^i£e of Aldivahch,i ^ 
chorus goes, to my taste, well enough. As to the 
chorus going first, that is the case with Boy's fVifty ^ ' 
as well as Rothemurche,. In fact, in the first part of | 
both tunes, the rhythm is so peculiar and irregular, 
and on that irregularity depends so much of their 
beauty, that we must e'en take them with all 
their wildness, and humour the verse accordingly. 
Leaving out the startapg note, in both tunes, has, I 
think, an effect, that no regularity could counter- 
balance the want of. * , 

Try f O Roy'« Wife of Aldivaloch. 

\o lassie wi' the lint-white locks. 



rrrtainly want, though the ffw ivc liavc 
■ ir ItiMance, Twtlin Home, Is, for 
wil Bod humoar, an unparalleled composition ; and 
AndroB and hit eulty Gun, is the work of a master. 
By Ihe way, are yon not quite vesed lo think that 
those men of genius, for such they certunly were, 
who composed our fine Scottish lyrics, shonld be 
unknown ? It hae given me many a heart-ache, 
'A-prapos to Baochanallan songs in Scottish ; I 
composed one yesterday, fm an air I Illie much — 
Limpto' Pudding. 

" ContcnMd vi' little, mi asOt wl' ■mlt," Ac 

If yon do m>t relish this air, I will send It in 
Johnson. 

Since yesterdaj's penmanship, I have framed a 
couple of English stanzas, by way of an English 
aojig to Ro^t ffife. Yon will allow me that in this 
instance, my English corresponds in sentiment with 
the Scottish. 

Cbonu— " Ciun tbou hava nw thui, ny KUy )" ix. 

Well ! I think tM«, to be done In two or three 
inmsaclrsMmyrooni, and with two or three pinches 
of Irish Biaclignard, Is not so fir amisa. You see I 
am determined to have my quantum of applanse 
from somebody. 

Tell my friend Allan (tor 1 am sure that we only 
want the trifling circnmstance of being known to one 
another, to be the best friends on earth,) that 1 much 
suspect he has, in his plates, mistaken the fijture of 
the stock and horn. I hare, at last, gotten one; but 
it is a very mde iuBtrumei)t. Riseomposedofthree 
parts ; the stock, which is the binder thigb-lMne of 
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a «heep, such as you see in a mutton ham ; the horttK 
which is a copimon Highland cow's horn, cut off at 
the 'smaller end,. until the aperture he large enough 
to admit the stock to be pushed up through the horn 
until it be held by the thicker end of the thigh-bone ; 
and lastly, an oaten reed exactly cut and notched like 
that which you see every shepherd-boy have, when 
the corn-stems are gi*een and full-grown. The reed 
18 not made fast in tl|e bone, but is held by the lips, 

- and plays loose in the smaller end of the stock ; while 
the stock, with the horn hanging on its larger end, 
is held by the hands in playing. The stock has six or 
seven ventiges on the upper side, and oneback-ven- 
Uge, like the common flute. This of mine was made 
by a man from the braes of Athole, and is exactly 
what the shepherds are wont to use in that country. 

^ However, either it is not quite properly bored in 
the holes, or elsp we have not the art of blowing it 
rightly ; for we can make little of it. If Mr. Allan 
chooses, I will send him a sight of mine ; as I look 
on myself to be a kind of brother-brush with him. 
" Pride in poets is nae sin;" and I will say it, that 
I look on Mr. Allan and Mr. Bums to be the only . 
genuine and real painters of Scottish costum^ in 
the world. 

CLX. 

TO MR. THOMSON. 

December, 179*- 
It is, I assure you, the pride of my heart, to do , 
any thing to forward, or add to the value of your 

- book ; and as I agree with you that the Jacobite 
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song in the Museum, to Therein never be peace till 
Jamie comes hame, would not so well consort with 
Peter Pindar's excellent love-song to that air, I have 
just framed for you the following : 

" Now in her green mantle blithe nature arrays/' &c. 

How does this please you ? As to tlie point of 
time, for the expression, in your proposed print from 
my Soger's Return y it must certainly be at — " She' 
gazed." The interesting dubity and suspense, taking 
possession of her countenance, and .the gushing 
fondness, with a mixture of roguish playfulness in 
his, strike me, as things of which a master will 
make a great deal. In gi-eat haste, but in great 
truth, yours. 

CLXI. 

TO MR.'^tHOMSt)N. 

January, 1795. 
I FEAR for my songs ; however a few may please, 
yet Originality is a coy feature in composition'^ and 
in a multiplicity of efforts in the same style, disap- 
pears altogether. For these three thousand years, 
we, poetic, folks, have been describing the spring, 
for instance ; and as the spring continues the same, 
there must soon be a sameness in the imagery, &c. 
6f these said rhyming folks. 

A great critic, Aikin, on songs, says, that love 
and wine are the exclusive themes for song- writing. 
The following is on neither subject, and consequently 
isno song ; but will be allowed, I think, to be two 



120 VURNS'S LETTERS. 

or three pretty good prose thoughts^ inrerted into 
rhyme. 



u 



Is there, for honest poverty,** &c. 



I do not gi^'e you the foregoing song for your 
book, but merely by way of vive la bagatelle; for 
the piece is not really poetry. How will the follow- 
ing do for Craigie-hum-lf^ood ? 

" Sweet fa's the eve on Craigie^bum," &o. 
FM-ewell ! God bless you. 

CLXII. 

TO MR. THOMSON. 

My dear Thomson, 

EScdefechaV, 7th Feb. 1795. 
You cannot have any idea of the predicament^in 
which I write to you. In the course of my duty 
as supervisor (in which capacity I have acted of 
late), I came yesternight to this unfortunate, wick- 
ed little \dllage. I have gone forward, but snows of 
ten feet dieep have impeded my progress ; I have 
tried to '^ gae back the gait I cam again," but the 
same obstacle has shut me up withii^ insuperable 
bars. To add to my misfortune, since dinner, a 
scraper has been torturing catgut, in sounds that 
would have insulted the dying agonies of a sow 
under the hands of a butcher ; and thinks himself, 
on that very account, exceeding good company. 
In fact, I have been in a dilemma, either to get 
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drank, to forget these miseries ; or to hang myself^ 
to get rid of them ; like a prudent man (a charac- 
ter congenial to my every thought, word, and deed), 
I, of two evils, have chosen the least, and am, very 
drunk, at your service ! 

I wrote to you yesterday from Dumfries. I had 
not time then to tell you all I wanted to say ; and 
heaven knows, at present I have not capacity. 

Do you know an air -^ I am sure yon must know 
it, W(^U gang nae mair to yon town ? I think, in 
filowish time, it would make an excellent song. I 
am highly delighted with it; and if you should 
think it worthy of your attention^ I have a fair 
dame in my eye to whom I would consecrate it. 

As I am just going to bed, I wish you a good 
night. 

CLXIII. 

TO MR. THOMSON, 

WITH TWO SONGS. 

. «* How cruel are the parentsj" &c. 

<' Mark yonder pomp of c6stly fashion,** A;c. 

Well ! this is not amiss. You see how I answer 
your orders : your tailor could not be more punc- 
tual. I am just now in a high fit for poetising, pro- 
vided that the strait jacket of criticism don't cure 
me. If you can in a post or two administer a little 
of the intoxicating portion of your applause, it will 
raise your humble servant's frenzy to any height 
you want. I am at this moment ''holding high 
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convene" with the Moses, and have not a wwd to 
throw away on such a prosuc dog as yon are. 

CLXIV. 

TO MR. THOMSON. 

May, J795. 
Ten thousand thanks for yonr elegant present ; 
though I am ashamed of the value of it being be- 
stowed on a man who has not by any means me- ' 
rited such an instance of kindness. I hare shown it 
to two or three judges of the first abilities here, and 
they all agree with me in classing it as a first-rate 
production. My phiz i»»ae kenspeckle^ that the very 
joiner's apprentice whom Mrs. Bums employed to 
break up the parcel (I was out of town that day,)* 
knew it at once.-— My most gratefal compliments to 
Allan, who has honoured my rustic muse so much 
with his masterly pencil. One strange coincidence 
is, that the little one who is making the felonious 
attempt on the cat's tale, is the most striking like- 
ness of an ill'deedie, d — n*d, toee, rumbie-gairie, ur- 
chin of mine, whom, from that propensity to witty 
wickedness, and manfu' mischief, which even at-twa 
days auld, I foresaw would form the striking fea- 
tures of his disposition, I named Willie Nicol, after 
a certain friend of mine, who is one of the masters 
of a grammars-school in a city which shsill be name- 
less* 

Give the enclosed epigram to my much-valued 
friend Cunningham, and tell him that on Wednes- 
day I go to visit a friend of his, to whom his friend- 
ly partiality in speaking of me, in a manner intro- 
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duffed me— I mean a well-known military and lite- 
rary character, colonel Dirom. 

Yon do not tell me how you liked my two last 
songs. Are they condemned f 

TO MR. THOMSON. 

In Whistle f "and ru come to ye, my lad, the itei-a- 
tion of that line is tiresome to my ear. Here goes 
what I think is an improvement : 

O whistle> and FU come to ye, my lad t 
O whistle, and I'll come to ye, my lad ; 
Tho' fkther and mother, and a' should gae mad. 
Thy Jeany win Tenture wi' ye, my lad. 

In foot, a fair dame at whose shrine I, the priest 
of the Nine, offer up the incense of Parnassus ; a 
dame, whom the Graces have attired in*witchraft, 
and whom the Loves have armed with lightning ; a 
fidr one, herself the heroine of the song, insists on 
the amendment; and dispute her commands if you 
dare I 

Chonu.-'-" O this is no my ain lassie," Aec. 

Do you know that you have roused the torpidity 
of Clarke at last ? He has requested me to write 
three or four songs for him, which he is to set to 
m^sic himself. The enclosed sheet contains two 
songs for him, which please to present to my valfied 
friend Cunningham. 
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I enclose the sheet open, both for your inspection, 
and that yon may copy the song, bonnie wot 
fffm rosy brier, I do not know whether I am right ; 
but that song pleases me; and as it is extremely 
probable that Clarke*s newly roused celestial spark 
will be soon smothered in the fogs of indolence, if 
yon like the song, it may go as Scottish verses, 
to the air of / totals my love was in a mire: and poor 
Erskine's English lines may follow. 

I enclose you, a For a* that and a* that, which 
was never in print ; it is a much superior song to 
mine. I have been told that it was composed by a 
lady. 



TO MR. CUNNINGHAM. 

WITH TWO SONGS. 
*' Now ipriog ha$ clad the grove in greent** Ace. 

" O bonnie was yon rosy brier,**- dtc. 

Written on the blank leaf of a copy of the last 
edition of my poems, presented to the lady, whom, 
in so many fictitious reveries of passion, but with 
the most ardent sentiments of real friendship, I 
have so often sung under the name of Chloris. 

" 'Tis friendship's pledge, my young, fair friend," &c. 

See Poems. 

■ Une bagatelle de f amitie, Coila. 



CLXVI. 
UR. THOMSON. 



How do ynn like (he foregoing? I hare writleu 
it withiD tbis honr : so much for the ^etd of my 
Pegaaus, but what aaf you to his bottom t 



don the lu( gl«i," Ac. 



- Why, nhy teU thy lo 
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TO IIRS. DUNLOP. 



MV DBAIl PRIKNP, 

Ab I am in > complete Decemberish hamour, 
gloomy, sullen, stQ[rid, ta even the d^ty of Dnlncss 
beraelf could wish, 1 ihall not dr«nl oat a hf&ij 
letter witli a numlKr of heuTier apologies for mj 
late silence. Only one I sball mention, because I 
know you will sympathiie in it : these font month! 
a tweet little glri, my yoongest child, has been m 
II), that every day, a week or leas, threatened ti 
terminate her e^stence. "niere had much need bi 
many pleasnrei annelied to the states of hnsbani 
and fatber, far God knows, they hare many pecu 
Uar cares. 1 cannot describe to yon the uixiou 
sleepless hoars these ties frequently giie me. I se 
a train of belplesi little tolks; me and my exertion 
all their stay : and on what a brittle thread doe 
the life of man hangl If I am nipt off at the com 
mand of Fate, even in all the vigour of manhoo- 
as I am-— snch things happen every day-— gradon 
Ood '. what would become of my little flock ? "11 
here that 1 envy your people of fortune 1 A bthe 
on his death-bed, taking an everlasting leave of hi 
children, has indeed woe enough ; but the man c 
competent fortune leaves his sons and daughters in 
dependency and friends ; while 1 — but 1 shall rui 
distracted if 1 think any longer on the subject '. 

To leave talking of the matter so gravely, I shal 
ring with the old Scots ballad— 



Aiif%,VTOw4i«I <mjiuJi, 



We have had a brilliaat theatre here this seasoD ; 
oaiy, a9 all other buaineiia has. It experieucea a 
BtagDation of trade from the epidemical complaint 
of the coDQtry, aaiil of caik. I mention our theatre 
merely to lug in an occasioaal Addret* which I 
wrote fbc the beaeAl-night of one Of the actresses, 
and which ia ai follows : 

" SUUuuilouj loiMura yoiirp»rfl»]fiiTour,"*c. 
tUh, Chrlitmu Haming, 

This, my mnch-loved friend, is a morning of 
wishes; accept mine — bo hearen hear me as they 
Kt sincere \ that blessinge may attend your steps, 
and affliction know yop not ! In the charming 
words of my faTourite author, Tht Man e/ Feeliag, 
" May the Great Spirit bear up the weight of thy 
gray hiurs, and blunt the arrow that brings them 
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religion of the Tatk, bating a few scraps otCalvia^ 
istic divinity, is the religion of God and Nature ^ 
the religion that exalts, that ennobles man. WeT& 
not you to send me your Zeluco, in return for 
mine ? Tell me how you like my marks and tiotes 
through the book. I would not give a farthing 
for a book, unless I were at liberty to blot it with 
my criticisms. 

I have lately collected, for a friend's perusal, all 
my letters ; I mean those which I first sketched 
in a rough draught, and afterwards wrote out fsdr. 
On looking pver some old musty papers, which, 
from time to time, I had parcelled by as trash that 
were scarce worth preserving, and which yet at the 
same time I did not care to destroy; I discovered 
many of these rude sketches, and have written, and 
am writing them out, in a bound MS. for my friend's 
library. As I wrote always to you the rhapsody of 
the moment, I cannot find a single scroll to you, ex- 
cept one, about the commencement^f our acquaint- 
ance. If there were any possible conveyance, I 
would send you a perusal of my book. 



• CLXIX. 

TO MRS. DUNLOP, IN LONDON. 

Dumfries, eoth Dec. 1795. 
I HAVE been prodigiously disappointed in this Lon- 
don journey of yours. In the first place, when your 
last to me reached Dumfries, I was in the country, 
aQd did not return until too late to answer your 
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letter ; in the next place, I Ihongbt jcn wmLd cer- 
tainly take this route; aod nun I knew not what is 
become of fon, or whether Chii ratj reach ran at 
all. Ood groat tiiat it maj find yoD and jaan id 
prospering bealtb and good spiriln \ Do let me 
hew from jon the Booneet pMiible. 

Ai I hope to get a frank from m; friend captain 
Miller, I shall, ereiy leisure hoar, take tip the peu, 
■ikd gosfiip hVK] wbatever coni«a fint, prose or 
poeay, senooa or UDg. Id this lait ardcle I haie 
abounded of late. I hare often mentioned Co yon 
a 'inperb pablication of Scottish Hongs which is 
making its appearance in yonr great metropolis, 
and where 1 haie the hononr to preside over the 
Scottish verse, as no less a perioDa^ than Peter 
l^ndar does over the English. 



Since I began tbts letter 1 have been sf^lmed to 
act in the capacity of the snpendwr b^ ; and 1 
asasre you, what irith the load of badness, and 
what with that business being new to me, I could 
scarcely have commanded ten minutes to have 
spoken to you, had you been in towa, much less to 
have written you au epUtle. This apptaatment is 
only temporary, and daring the illness of tbepn^ 
sent incumbent ; but I look forward to an early 
period when I shall lie appointed in fall form ; a 
conmimmation devoutly to be wished ! My p<di- 
tical sins seem to be forgiven me. 

This Is the season [Iftw-year's-day is now my 
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date) of wishing: and mine are most fervently of- 
fered up for yon \ May life to you be a positive * 
blessing while it lasts, for your own sake ; and that 
it may yet be greatly prolonged, is my wish for my 
own sake, and for the sake of the rest of your 
friends ! What a transient business is life ! Very 
lately I was a boy ; but t'other day I was a young 
man ; and I already begin to feel the rigid fibre and 
stiffening joints of old age coming fast o'er my 
frame. With all my follies of youth, and, I fear, a 
few ^ces of manhood, still I congratulate myself on 
having had, in early days, religion strongly im- 
pressed on my mind. I h^ve nothing to say to any 
one as to which sect he belongs to, or what creed he 
believes; but I look on the man who is fiimly per- 
suaded of infinite Wisdom and Goodness superin- 
tending and directing every circumstance that can 
happen in his lot — I felicitate such a man as having 
a solid foundation for his mental enjoyment ; a firm 
prop and sure stay in the hour of difficulty, trouble, 
and distress ; and a never-failing anchor of hope, 
when he looks beyond the grave. 

January l^th. 

You will have seen our worthy and ingenious 
friend the doctor, long ere this. I hope he is well, 
and beg to be remembered to him. I have just been 
reading over again, I dare say for the hundred and 
fiftieth time, his P^iew o/SoiHety and Manners; and 
still I read it with delight. His humour is perfectly 
original — it is neither the humour of Addison, nor 
Swift, nor Sterne, nor of any body but Dr. Moore. 
By the bye, you have deprived me of Zeiuco: rC' 



L 
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OKniber that, wheo you are dlspoied to rake op the 

sina of niy neglect from amaog the ubes of in; 
laiiDcss- 

He ii33 paid me a pretty compliment, T>f qootii^ 
me ia his last pabltcation.* 



Mth Jmaaj, tT9(I> ' 
1 CANNOT express my giatitnde to you for allowing 
IDC a louger perusal of Anachana, Id fact, I never 
met ytkh a book thiit bewijched me so miiuh ; and 
1, as a member of the library, must warmly feel 
tbe obligation you have laid us under. Indeed to 
me the obli^tlon is stronger thun to any other in- 
diridual of our society j as AaachariU in an indis- 
pensable desideratum to a son of the Muses. 

Tlie health you wished me in your morning's card 
is, I think, Sonn from me for ever. I hare not beev 
able to Icare my bed lo-day till about an hoor ago. 
These wickedly unlucky adTertisements 1 lent (I did 
wroag) to a friend, and 1 am ill able to go in quest 

The Muses have not quite forsaken me. TTie fol- 
loiriog delacheri stanzas I intend to interweave iu 
some disastrous tale of a shepherd. 
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CLXXI. 
TO MRS. DUNLOP. 

Slst January, 1796. 

I'itESE many months you have been two packets in 
my debt — what sin of ignorance I have committed 
..against so highly valued a friend I am utterly at a 
los9 to guess. Alas, madam! ill can I afford at 
this time to be deprived of any of the small rem- 
nant of my pleasures. I have lately drunk deep of 
the cup of affliction. The autunm robbed me of 
my only daughter and darling child, and that at a 
distance too, and so rapidly, as to put it out of my 
power to pay the last duties to her. I had scarcely 
begun to recover from that shock, when I became 
myself the 34ctim of a most severe rheumatic fever, 
and long the die spun doubtful ; until, after many 
weeks of a sick bed, it seems to have turned up life, 
and I am beginning to crawl across my room, and 
once indeed have been before my own door in the 
street. 

Vthen pleasure firinataa the mental t^t, 

AfBiction purifies the visual ray. 
Religion hails the drear, the untried night. 

And shuts, for ever shuts, lift^ doubtfUI day ! 



/ 
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CLXXH. 
TO MR. THOMSON. 

FeXxpiaif, 1796. 

Many thanks, my dear sir, for your handsome, eie- 
gant iH^sent to Mrs. B * * *, and for my remain- 
ing vol. of P. Pindar. — Peter is a delightful fellow, 
and a first favourite of mine. I am much pleased 
With your idea of publishing a collection of our songs 
m octavo, with etchings. I am extremely willing 
to lend every assistance in my powen The Irish 
airs i shall cheerfully undertake the task of 'finding 
verses for. 

I have already, you knowj equipped three vnth 
words, and the other day I strung up a kind of 
rhapsody to another Hibernian melody, which I 
admire much. 

" Awa wi* your witchcraft o' beauty's alarms," ^c 

If this will do, yon have now four of my Irish 
engagement. In my by^past songs I dislike one 
thing ; the name Chloris — I meant it as the fic- 
titious name of a certain lady: but,* on second 
thoughts, it is a high incongruity to have a Greek 
appellation to a Scottish pastoral ballad.*-Of this, 
and some things else, in my next : I have more 
amendments to propose.— •What you once mention- 
ed of " flaxen locks" is just ; they cannot enter 
into an elegant description of beauty. Of this also 
again— God bless you I 
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CLXXIII. 
TO MR. THOMSON. 

April, 1796. 
Alas, my dear Thomson, I fear it will be some 
time ere I tune my lyre again ! ''By Babel streams 
I have sat dnd wept," almost ever since I wrote you 
last : I have only known existence by the pressure 
of the heavy hand of sickness, and have counted 
time by the repercussions of pain ! Rheumatism, 
cold, and fever, have formed to me a terrible com- 
bination. I close my eyes in misery, and open them 
without hope ; I look on the vernal day, and say, 
with poor Fergusson 

** Say, wherefore has an all-indulgent Heaven 
Light to the comfortless and wretched given ?** 

This will be delivered to you by a Mrs. Hyslop, 
landlady of the Globe Tavern here, which for these v 
many years has been my howffy and where our 
friend Clarke and I have had many a merry squeeze. 
I am highly delighted with Mr. Allan's etchings. 
fVoo*d and married an* a\ is admirable. The 
grouping is beyond all praise, llie expression of 
the figures, conformable to the story in the ballad, 
is absolutely faultless perfection. I next admire, 
Tttniim-apike. What I like least is, Jennp gaid to 
* Jockey, Besides the female being in her appear- 
ance * ♦ ♦ » if you take her stooping into the ac- 
count, she is at least two inches taller than her 
lover. Poor Cleghorq ! I sincerely sympathize with 
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him ! Happy I am to think that he yet hsis a well- 
grounded hope of health and enjoyment in this 
world. As for me — hut that is a * * * * suh- 
ject ! 

CLXXIV. 
TO MR. THOMSON. 

MY DEAR Sir, 
I ONCE mentioned to you an air which I have long 
admired— /Tere* J a health to them thaVs atoa, hiney, 
but I forget if you toolc any notice of it. I have 
just heen trying to suit it with verses ; and I beg 
leave to recommend the air to your attention once 
more. I have only begun it. 

Chorus.^ — " Here's a health to ane I lo'e dear/* &e. 



CLXXV. 
TO MR. THOMSON. 

This will be delivered by a Mr. Lewars, a young 
fellow of uncommon merit. As he will be a day or 
two. in town, you will have leisure, if you choose, 
to .write me by him ; and if you have a spare half 
hour to spend with him, I shall place your kindness 
to my account. I have no copies of the songs I 
have sent you, an^ I have taken a fancy to review 
them aU, and possibly may mend some of them ; 
so, when you have complete leisure, I will thank 



yon for ^her tbe ot^nala or copies.* I had ra- 
ther be ibe author of Ere wdl- written «oiigs, thao 
(tf ten, otherHlie. I have greM bopea tbat Ibc 
genial Influence of the spproRcblng sammeT trill ■» 
me to r^ta, bat aa yet I cannot boast of letnming 
health. I have now reuon to believe that my oom- 
pltdnt 1i a flying gout : — a lod boainess 1 

Do let me know how Cleghom ii, and remembet 
me Co him. 

Thig ahonld have been delttered to yoa a month 
ago. I am still Tery poorly, but nhonld like mndi 



Mb June, 1796. 
I AM in such miserable health as to be utterly la- 
capable of showing my loyalty in any^way. Racked 
aa I am with rheumatisms, 1 meet erery bee wilh 
a greeting, Uke that of Balak to Balaam — " Come, 
curse me Jacob ; and come, defy me Israel ! " Sn 
say I — Come, curse me tbat east wind; and come, 
defy me the north ! Wotild pu have me, in such 
e, copy you out a love song ?. 



■t tU^ nrlHl Butu did BM lii 
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M-may, perhaps, see you on Saturday, but I will 

it be at the ball/— Why should I ? ' < Man delights 

^ me, nor woman either \** Can you supply me 

Ml the song. Let us all be unhappy together --^ do 

i you can, and oblige le pauore mitirable, 

R.B. 

CLXXVII. 

TO MR. CUNNINGHAM. 

Brow, Sea-bathing Quarters, 7th July, 1796» 

My dear Cunningham, 
I RECEIVED yours here this moment, and am indeed 
highly flattered with the approbation of the literary 
circle you mention ; a literary circle inferior to^none 
in the two kingdoms. Alas ! my friend, I fear the 
voice of the bard will soon be heard among you no 
more ! For these eight or ten months I have been 
ailing, sometigies bed-fast, and sometimes not; 
but these last three months, I have been tortured 
with ah excruciating rheumatism, which has re- 
duced me to nearly the last stage. You actually 
would not know me if you saw me. — Pale, ema- 
ciated, and so feeble as occasionally to need help 
from my chair — my spirits fled ! fled ! — but I can 
no more on the subject — only the medical folks 
tell me that my last and only chance is bathing, 
and country quarters, and riding.-^The deuce of 
the matter is this ; when an exciseman is off" duty, 
his salary is reduced to 35/. instead of 50/. — What 
way, in the name of thrift, shall I maintain myself, 
and keep a horse in country quarters — with a wife 
and five children at home, on 35/. ? I mention this> 



I 






*" "nw. bub: 



TO MH. THOMSON. 

Brow, on the Solinir Prith. 12th July, ITufl. 

Arr£B all my bmsied indepeEdence, cursed mcm- 
dty compelB me to Implore you far five pounds. A 
cniel * * * ■ of a babenbuher, lo wbom I owe an 
ncoount, taking it into his heitd that I am dying, 
has commenced a procets', and will infallibly put me 
into jail. Do, for God's sake, send me Ibat mm, 
and that by retnm of post. Foi^ire me diis earaesi- 
n«a, bot the horrors of a jail have made me half 
distracted. I do not aak all this gratuitanely ; for, 
upon rrtn rain g health, I hereby promise an3 engage 
to (nmish yon with firepouads' worth of the neatest 
■ong genins yon have seeD. I tried my hand on 
AoMemurcAf this morning. The measure is so. difll- 
colt, that it is impossible to infuse much genius 
into the lines ; they are on the other side. Forgive, 
forgive me ! 



M)MW'S UrTTBM. 



O MRS. DUNLOP. 

Bnv, Itth July, IjgB. 



M*DAM, 

1 HAVE written you bo often, without rcfemng auj 
answer, that I would not trouble f ou again, but for 
Ihe. circumstances in wbicb I am. Ad illaess which 
hta long buug about me, io oil probobilitf will 
(peedilj aenil me beyond that " bourn whence ua 
tnreller r«tnrnE." Your friendahip, with which 
for mauy years yoa honoured mc, v/js a frlenilship 
dearest to my soul. Your conversation, and eepe- 
dtUy your correapoudeuce, were at once higltly en. 
tcrlaining and inslniclive. With wbat pleaaure. 
did I use to break up the seal ! The remembrance 
TM adds ose pulse more to my poor palpitating 
heut. Farewell ! ! ! 

R. B. 

bOTC ii auppoHd to ba the Uit production of Bobert 
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CLXxxr. 

• TO • • • • ' 

Thi^ partiality of my countiymen has brought me 
forward as a man of genius, and has given me a 
charscter to support. In the poet I have avowed 
manly and independent sentiments, whith I hope 
have been found in the man. Reasons of no less 
weight than the support of a wife and children, 
have pointed out my present occupation as the only 
eligible line of life within my reach. Still my 
honest fame is my dearest concern, and a thousand 
times have I trembled at the idea of the degrading 
epithets that malice or misrepresentation n^y affix 
to my name. Often in blasting anticipation have I 
listened to some future hackney scribbler, with the 
heavy malice of savage stupidity, exultingly assert- 
ing that Burns, notwithstanding the fanfaronade of 
independence to be found in hid works, and after 
having been held up to public view, and to public 
estimation, as a man of some genius, yet, quite 
destitute of resources within himself to support his 
borrowed dignity, dwindled into a paltry exciseman, 
and slunk out the rest of his insignificant existence 
in the meanest of pursuits, and among the lowest 
of mankind; 

In your illustriotis hands, sir, permit me to lodge 
my strong disavowsQ and defiance of such slander- 

* The exact chronological place for this letter is not 
stated by Dr. Currie ; it is therefore given at the close, as 
illustrative of the character and feelings of our author. 
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ous falsehoods. Burns, was a poor man from his 
birth, and an exciseman by necessity; but — I will 
say it ! the sterling of his honest worth, poverty 
could -not debase, and his independent British 
spirit, oppression might bend, but could not subdue. 

CLXXXII. 

HISTORY OF THE RISE, PROCEEDINGS, AND 
REGULATIONS OF THE BACHELORS' CLUB. 

" Of tirth or blood we do not boast. 
Nor gentry does our club aflfbrd ; 
But ploughmen and mechanics we 
In Nature's simple dress record.** 

As the great end of human society is to become 
wiser and better, this ought therefore to be the 
principal view of every man in every station of 
life. But as experience has taught us, that such 
studies as inform the head and mend the heart, 
when long continued, are apt to exhaust the facul- 
ties of the mind, it has been found proper to relieve 
and unbend the mind by some employment or an- 
other, that may be agreeable enough to keep its 
powers in exercise, but at the same time not so 
serious as to exhaust them. But, superadded to 
this, by far the greater pait of mankind are under 
the necessity of earning the sustenance of human life 
by the labour of their bodies, whereby not only the 
faculties of the mind, but the nerves and sinews of 
the body, are so fatigued, that it is absolutely ne- 
cessary to have recourse to some amusement or 
diversion, to relieve the wearied man, worn down 
with the necessary labours of life. 
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As the best of things, however, have been per- 
verted to the worst of purposes, so, nnder the pre- 
tence of amusement and diversion, men have plungqd 
into all the madness of riot and dissipation ; and, 
instead of attending to the grand design of human 
life, they have begun with extravagance and folly, 
and ended with guilt and wretchedness. Impress^ 
with these considerations, we, the following lads in 
the parish of Tarbolton, viz. Hugh Reid, Robert 
Bums, Gilbert Bums, Alexander Brown, Walter 
Mitchel, Thomas Wright, and William M< Gavin, 
resolved, for our mutual entertainment, to unite 
ourselves Into a club or - society, under such rales 
and regulations, that while we should forget our cares 
and labours in mirth and diversion, we might not 
transgress the bounds of innocence and decoram ; 
and after agreeing on these, and some other regula- 
tions, we held our first meeting at Tarbolton, in the 
house of John Itichard, upon the evening of the 
11th of November, 1780, commonly called Hallow- 
e'en, and after choosing Robert Bums president for 
the night, we proceeded to debate on this question 
— suppose a young man, bred a farmer, but mthout 
any fortune, has it in his power to marry either of 
two women; the one a ^irl of large fortune, but nei- 
ther handsome in person, nor <ngreeabie in conversa- 
tion, but who can manage the household affairs of a 
farm well enough; the other of them a gM every way 
agreeable in person, conversation, and behaviour, 
but without any fortune : which of them shall he 
choose ? Finding ourselves very happy in our so- 
ciety, we resolved to continue to m^et once a month 
in the same house, in the way and manner propo- 
sed, and shortly thereafter we chose Robert lUehie 
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for another member. In May, 1781, we brought in 
David Sfllar,* and in June, Adam Jamaison, as 
members. About the beginning of the year. 1782, 
we admitted Matthew Patterson, and John Orr, 
and in June following we chose James Patterson as 
a proper brother for such a society. The club be- 
ing thus increased, we resolved to meet at Tar- 
bolton on the race-night, the July following, and 
have a dance in honour of our society. Accordingly 
we did meet, each one with a partner, and spent 
the evening in such innocence and merriment, such 
cheerfulness and good humour, that every brother 
will long remember it with pleasure and delight. 

Rules and Begulationa to he observed in the BackeUtrit 

Club, 

Ist. The club shall meet at Tarbolton every fourth 
Monday night, when a question on any subject shall 
be proposed, (disputed points of religion only ex- 
cepted,) in the manner hereafter directed ; which 
question is to be debated in tlie club, each member 
taking whatever side he thinks proper. 

2d. When the club is met, the president, or, he 
failing, some one of the members, till he come, 
shall take his seat ; then the other members shall 
seat themselves ; those, who are for one side of the 
question, on the president's right hand ; and those, 
who are for the other side, on his left ; which of 
them shall hare the right hand is to be determined 
\yj the president. The president and four of the 

* The person to whom Bunu addressed Yxit EpistU to 
iHniCt a brother poet. 



k 
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iinbers being pretent, shall have power to transact 
y ordinary piu*t of the society's business. 
3d. The dub met and seated, the president shall 
id the question ont of the club's boolc of records 
rhich boolc is always to be kept by the president), 
en the two members nearest the president shall 
St lots who of them shall speak first, and accord- 
g as the lot shall determine, the member nearest 
e president on that side shall deliver his opinion, 
id the member nearest on the other side shall re- 
Y to him ; then the second member of the side that 
oke first ; then the second member of the side that 
oke second ; and so on to the end of the company ; 
It if there be fewer members op one side than on 
e other, when all the members of the least side 
ive spoken according to their places, any of them, 
they please among themselves, may reply to the 
msuning members of the opposite side ; when both 
des have spibken, the president shall ^ve his 
anion, after whKh they may go over it a second 
' more times, and so continue the question. 
4th. The club shall then proceed to the choice of 
question for the subject of next night's meeting, 
he president shall first propose one, and any other 
ember who chooses may propose more questions ; 
id whatever one of them is most agreeable to the 
lajority of the members, shall be the subject of 
ibate next dub-night. 

5th. The dub shall, lastly, elect a new president 
ir the next meeting : tl^e president shall first name 
le^ then any of the club may name another, and 
hoever of them has the msyority of votes shall be 
aly elected ; allowing the president the first vote, 
ad the casting vote upon a par, but none other. 

VOL. I/. H 
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llien after a general toast to mistresses of the dub, 
they shall disiniss. 

6th. There shall be no private conversation car- 
ried on during the time of debate, nor shall any 
member interrupt another while he is speaking, un- 
der the penalty of a reprimand from the president 
for the first fault, doubling his share of the reclconing 
for the second, trebling it for the third, and so on in 
proportion for every other fault, provided always 
however that any member may speak at any time 
after leave asked and given by the president. — All 
swearing and profane language, and particularly all 
obscene and indecent conversation, is strictly prohi- 
bited, under the same penalty as aforesaid in the 
first clause of this article. 

7th. No member, on any pretence whatever, shall 
mention any of the club's affairs to any other person 
but. a brother-member, under the pain of being ex- 
cluded ; and p^icularly if any member shall reveal 
any of the speeches or affairs Of the dub, with a 
view to ridicule or laugh at any of the rest of the 
members, he shall be for ever excommunicated 
from the society ; and the rest of the members are 
desired, as much as possible, to avoid, and have no 
communication with him as a friend or comrade. 

8th. Every member shsdl attend at the meetings, 
without he can give aproper accuse for not attending; 
and it is desired that every one who cannot attend, 
will send his excuse with some other member; and 
he who shall be absent three meetings \rithout send- 
ing such excuse, shall be summoned to the next club- 
night, when, if he fsul to appear, or send an excuse, 
he shall be excluded. 

9th, The club siha^ not coxaVsX oi vassx^ than six- 



fiURNS'S LETTERS. 147 

teen members, all bachelors, belongiug to the parish 
of Tarbolton : except a brother-member marry, and 
in that case he may be continued, if the nugority of 
the club think proper. No person shall be admitted 
a member of this society, without the unanimous 
consent of the club ; and any member may withdraw 
from the club altogether, by giving a notice to the 
president in writing of his departure. 

10th. Every man proper for a member of this so- 
ciety, must have a frank, honest, open heart ; above 
any thing dirty or mean ; and must be a professed 
lover of one or more of the female sex. No haughty, 
self-conceited person, who looks upon himself as 
superior to the rest of the club, and especially no 
mean-spirited, worldly mortal, whose only will is to 
heap up money, shall upon any pretence whatever 
be admitted. In short, the proper person for this 
society is, a cheerful, honest-hearted lad, who, if 
he has a friend that is true, and a mistress tl?at is 
kitid, and as much wealth as genteelly to make both 
ends meet— is just as happy as this world can make 
him. 
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